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"Tam sceptical about the value of 90 per cent of press reports. Most of 
them tend to say enough to be misleading and not enough to be in any 
sense informative." 


Interview with a veteran Vancouver journalist. 
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Pen & Pencil Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is proud to publish the Seventh edition of Pen & 
Pencil Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring writers. The 


Pen & Pencil Magazine welcomes submissions on a guarterly basis. 


A special thank you to the writers who contributed to this edition. For 
several of our contributors, it is their first occasion to be published. 
Congratulations! In this edition we also include several French pieces. The 


Novella is Love and Happiness in the Time of Covid. 

The Pen & Pencil Magazine board is comprised of the unpaid volunteers: 
Please feel free to send your short story, prose, poetry and artwork 
submissions to the Editor in Chief at 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com. 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 


The theme for the Winter 2021 edition of Pen & Pencil Magazine will most 


likely be set by the contributors and their submissions. 
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Short Stories 
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My Friend Kate and her ‘Boys’ by William Webster 


[New York] If there is a place in heaven for big breasted women, my friend 
Kate will one day end up there! You’re probably thinking this is a sexist 
thing for a man to say but hold on ... don’t be so quick to judge! There is a 


story to be told here. 


Kate hates her breasts, or at least that is how things were when I first met 
her. They had been a curse to her since they popped out one night when she 
was twelve. At school she was unpopular with the girls and too very popular 


with the boys. 


Can you image the litany of being “so blessed,” as her mother was prone to 
remind her. Kate real name is Katrina and she comes from a Russian family 
of blue eyed and dark black haired gypsies. She was third generation New 
Yorker, Bronx and all. The men in her family are all short and stocky and 


the women tall and big-boned, with their femininity to match. 


Kate, on the other hand, is short and petite with a roundness to her that tells 
me God made her on a Wednesday, just around noon. Yes ... at school she 


was unpopular with the girls and too very popular with the boys. 


So she called her breasts her ‘boys’ because to her they represented the more 
animalistic side to life. If she got a nickel for every wolf call, pinch or grab 
her boys have caused her... then ... them boys could put her to Hunter 


College. 
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Now ... she sees them boys as a blessing not a curse. Let me tell you why! 


To be honest I can't remember the details how Kate and I first met. But she 
is prone to remind me that her boys did not get between us. Sure breasts 
fascinate me (they fascinate most men for want of any other reason than 
jealousy) but not being too animalistic I think it was a long ten minutes 
before I glanced down and well ... my face remained placid and my eyes did 


not flicker in astonishment. 


“What ...” she taunted me with her New York accent, “you don't like my 


boys?” 


“My mother taught me to be a gentleman ...” I think is what I said in reply. 
I can't remember really what I said because what happened next was the 
kind of whirlwind that reminds us men why hurricanes are named after 


women. 


She took me by the arm and we walked through Central Park and onto the 
Met and into the Met and through the Met and all the time she talked and 
talked and talked as if meeting me had open a torrential flood of words that 


stormed out of her psyche. 


I was all ears. Sure I could have said something but I didn’t want to. I 
figured Kate had something to get off her chest ... so back we went into the 


park in search of a park bench and a bit of sunshine and privacy. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 9 Fall 2021 


Kate told me she worked as the manager in a kitchen of a Catholic Hospital. 
She told me how she had to sit roost in the kitchen over a hen house of birds 
from around the world, all clucking to their own tunes. She told me how and 
why the feathers fly and how time and time again ... to move things along 
and to get things done she had to step in to lift and push and move heavy 


boxes about. 


Life for her was a giant pain in the neck. And I could understand that pain 
for it wasn’t just the stress and strain of her job, it was the fact she had to lift 
heavy boxes of stewed tomatoes, biscuit of beef and canned peaches, and her 


boys ... several pounds of peaches ... had to be lifted about as well. 


It was getting to her, and she thought it was time to do something about it. It 


was time to have her boys “cut down to size.” 


She said this to me as she tried to get her neck muscles to relax and I being a 
gentleman offered to massage her neck and so there we were, the four of us, 
Kate, me and her two boys, sitting on apark bench ... and well ... as fortune 
would have it, along came one of New York's finest mounted atop his horse 


and both the cop and the horse gave us a dirty look as they ambled past. 


We got the message. So we got up and started to walk back towards 


downtown. 
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She took me by the arm and then said something strange. “You're gay 


aren t you?” 


I started to laugh and shook my head. “No .... What makes you think that?” 


“Just how good and kind you are to listen to me talk about “my boys' the 
way you have been.” She rubbed the nape of her neck. “And the neck 


massage you gave me ... you were so gentle. Next time press a bit harder!”” 


It was then that I felt truly sorry for Kate and I thought that it would be 


something she would later regret to have her boys ‘cut down to size.’ 


It was when a block or so onwards when a mother passed us pushing a 
stroller that I smiled and turned to Kate and said. “One day you will be a 
mother and your babies will be well ... well cared for.” I tried to end the 


sentence meekly but a bit of passion sounded through. How could it not! 
Kate stopped, paused then she said. “I?ll come this evening after work!” 
That evening Kate asked me to meet her boys. How beautifully soft and full 
they were. As I massaged them, her eyes were closed. Her faced glowed 


with happiness and from the tips of her very nipples dripped breast milk. ... 


Oh My God! The room filled with her pheromones and mine too! 
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She opened her eyes and noticed that milk was dripping from her nipples. 


“Sorry,” she said. 


“What for?” 


“It's ... embarrassing.” She turned her head away. I knew to stop 
massaging her and set my hands onto my lap. I looked at the drops of her 
milk on my fingers. “That's what breasts are for, isn’t it.” Her eyes came 


ce 


over and met mine. “... to produce milk.” 


“But then only when you are pregnant.” 
My eyes shot up. She read my mind. “No ... I am not pregnant. It’s just, for 
some women they lactate even if they are not expecting. I can’t get it to 


stop!” 


There was an awkward pause. Then I whispered. “I hear some women 


bottle their breast milk to give to babies in need.” 


“I have thought about that, and even looked into it ... but it’s a real bitch to 


do.” There was an edge to the word ‘bitch.’ 


“Your hospital has an orphaned babies ward doesn’t it? What if you ... you 


know ... become a wet nurse and mothered an orphaned baby ?” 
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When I said this she became self-conscious and covered her breasts with her 
hands. “Turn “round.” I did and could hear the soft sound of cloth as she 


dressed herself. “I think I should go ...” 


As she walked to the door I could feel the stickiness of her breast milk on 
my fingers. She kicked on her shoes and walked out on their heels. When I 
opened the door for her, she turned and without saying a sound gave me a 


soft, pleasant kiss to my cheek and departed. 


I watched as Kate drifted away, trying to gauge her frame of mind by her 
gait. She was neither hesitant, nor assertive, but somewhere in between. 
She walked with a pensive cadence. I knew she was thinking about what I 
suggested — being a’wet nurse.’ A few days later I received a text thanking 


me for ‘my understanding.’ There was a smiling face emoji with a halo. 


I did not see Kate again for several weeks. One Sunday morning from my 
bus window I caught a glimpse of someone that looked like her sitting at a 
wooden bench in Central Park holding a baby in a pink blanket to her breast. 


As she nursed the little one ,I swore there was a halo around her head. 


When I next saw Kate I asked her whether she was the woman in the park. 
She didn’t say anything. She just wrapped her arms around my neck and 


started to cry tears of happiness. Her boys didn’t weigh her down anymore. 


She wanted to meet me one last time ... but now she was ‘too busy looking 


after the little one.’ I understood ... 
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A few weeks later this picture from Kate arrived in the mail. 


The tease was the little triangle of her hair, which I had not seen before. But 


in truth it was a few minutes before I even knew it was there. Thanks Kate! 
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Drawing the Male Nude for the First Time by Cindy ... 


I was very disappointed when my parents said NO!. 


No! 


No! 


No! 


Parents like to think they can protect their children from the sins in the 
world. Fathers like to think they are protecting their daughters. Traditional 
Chinese fathers in particular. But everywhere you turn there is sin and 
immorality of one sort or another. From a young age girls in particular learn 
to steer clear of it. It's the boys who are the ones to fall in with sin. It's the 


boys that should be locked away. 


Why were my parents so emphatic in their NO? I am a teen age girl who 
wants to become an artist. Ever since I was old enough to hold a wax crayon 
I enjoyed the sensation of being creative. It brings a funny feeling to me, to 
my heart, my soul, to my belly and ... to my sex. Yes, I have used that three 
letter word ... but not to express sin but to express something artistry. I 


think that feeling is pure happiness. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 15 Fall 2021 


I am happiest when I am being artistic ... when I have a pencil, or a pastel in 
my hand, drawing the world around me. I have also discovered the joys of 


painting and of sculpture. 


When I was in elementary school I began to take an interest in drawing 
Manga — which is Japanese animation. Chinese have an artistic style but it is 
not a free and liberating as the Japanese. The Japanese live in a post-modern 


world while China is still very much pre-modern. 


Yes, as you may have guessed. My parents at a young age sent me to learn 
traditional Chinese Art. I can do calligraphy and water colors —mostly in 
black watercolt — and have learned how to convey somber mood and 
seriousness to my art. But I don’t really find traditional Chinese art all that 


interesting. 


In middle school I took to drawing self-portraits and the portraits of my 
friends. I even made a few Mangas which I shared with some of my friends. 
The girls found them romantic and cute. The boys found them boring and 


well ‘too girly.’ 


So one day I decided to shock the boys and drew a racy Manga with barely 
clothed girls with boys chasing them — trying to tear their clothes off. The 
Japanese call them Kureiji Manga which literally means Crazy Manga. 
Some of the boys thought I was drawing a ‘wishful’ Manga — that I wanted 
them to chase after me and well ... tear my clothes off me. One even tried, 


but I punched him in the eye. He got the message! 
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I still draw some Kureiji Manga, but I do so with a pen name ... Green 
Apple ... and in secret ... because the boys in my class still get a bit crazy. I 
have a Persian friend who is a bit crazy ... she suggested I start to draw 
bisexual Manga, with girl parts up top and boy parts down below. She even 


gave me a picture to use ... 


I had some fun with my Persian friend and said “so that’s what boy bits look 


like ... sort of silly don’t you think?’ 


In the Manga, girls are playing boys ... the boy parts are ‘strap-ons’ ... 


something my Persian friend introduced me to. Where she got this thing I 
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will never know. She has a way with her that is almost magical. She asked 
me one day to play the boy while she wanted to, show me how IT is done. 
No ... I just played the boy. It was truly extraordinary. But I just did IT once 
with her last June. My Persian friend is back in Iran for the summer. 


Perhaps her parents know what she is up to? I hope she comes back. 


If my mother ever found out that I sort of “did IT as a boy” with my friend I 
would be locked away and she would throw away the key ... or worst yet, 


send me back to China to live with my Aunt and her three daughters. 


In September I start my final year in high school and next year I hope to go 
to art school back east in either Toronto or Montreal. I have started to put 
together my portfolio for OCAD or Concordia. I admit I want to go 
somewhere else other than one of the universities here in Vancouver, like 
Emily Carr (but in the end I may have to go there if my parents don't let me 


go to another city for university). 


You see my parents don't trust me. How I found this out was unexpected. 
One day in May when I was in the shower my mother came into the 
bathroom to give me a new towel and noticed I was shaved ... you know 


where ... down there. 


She got very upset! She almost shrieked at me when she asked ... “Who did 
this?’ It was one of my school friends who had shaved me (don’t worry it 


was a friend) but I lied and said I had done it myself. 
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‘Why! It is unnatural for you to do this.’ She insisted she wanted to see. 


I was embarrassed ... so at first said no. But my mother would not let me 
leave the bathroom until I let her see. So I leaned back against the wall, 


closed my eyes and spread my legs just a bit. 


I could feel my mother’s fingers spread my lips apart. Now I understood 
why she wanted to look. It wasn’t about my lack of hair. She wanted to see 


whether I was still a virgin. 


When I opened my eyes I was alone in the bathroom. I felt a strange 


sensation that was a mixture of both fear and anger. 


My school friend who trimmed me back is my Persian friend who has lots of 
hair down there and under her arms. She has to shave herself quite often. 
Once when we were in the changing room at school I noticed out of the 
corner of my eye that her pubic hair was trimmed in the shape of a heart and 


so I asked her where she went to have it done. 


“Oh, I have to do it myself. At $ 50 each session I can’t afford to have 


someone else do a Brazilian ...” 


I am so naive I had to ask her what a Brazilian was ... “A trimming and 
waxing.” I wax my legs once and awhile and boy does that hurt. I can only 


imagine how it feels to have your ... you know what ... waxed! 
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During this summer my parents finally let me take drawing classes at a 
teaching studio. But the one thing they would not let me do is draw the 
human figure. I was not even allowed to sit in as the other artists drew the 
female models. It wasn't as if I would not see something I haven't already 
seen, except perhaps bigger breasts than I have. Chinese girls rarely have 
big breasts. Mine are small like little apples ... In fact that is what I call 
them, my little apples. So for this July and August I started to draw portraits 
of instead. Most times it is the students at the art studio I visit each 


Thursdays. 


Several of the European Masters inspire me in my art, including Rodin, 
Klimt, Picasso, Matisse and even Schiele. I have even sat and tried to draw 
myself ... in some of the poses you see in some of the great Furopean 
Masters. When you hold a pencil you can experiment with so many drawing 


statements. 


When we have life drawing in the studio I have to sit at my easel at the far 
side of the room with my back turned to the model's podium. I finally had a 
chance to draw the male figure for the first time. It was last week. The 
studio had a very broad minded male artist model in to sit. During the break 
he sat and ate some sushi and so I walked over and said hello to him. I made 
it looked like I was searching for some more charcoal for my drawing in a 
cupboard next to him. He smiled and looked back at my easel and asked me 


what I was drawing. 


“Oh it's a self-portrait.” 
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“What is it for?” 

“My portfolio for art school.” 

“Can I go and see ...” and he got up and walked over to my easel. He stood 
there are admire my drawing. I stood next to him and when he leaned 
forward it was then that I noticed he had taken off his loin cloth and was 


holding it in his hand. He stepped back without noticing that I had caught a 
glimpse of him. My face went flush. 


, 


“Itis very good ... your drawing.’ 


“Thank's ...” I blushed even more. 


“You don’t do life drawing?” 


“T would like to but ...” 


“But what?” 


“My parents won't let me.” 


“Oh that's too bad. You would enjoy life drawing.” There was a pause of a 


few seconds then he took up a pencil and wrote his email and the word 
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Atelier on a corner of one of my pieces of paper and then set the pencil 


down. 


“Ihave to go back now ...” 


“Ok Ta 


29 


“You might want to move your easel a bit. 


c Why? 99 


You'll see.” And with those three enigmatic words he walked back to the 


other side of the studio. 


When the second half of the life drawing session began he loudly said to the 
other students “I am going to remove my loin cloth and wear some drapery, 


but I will keep my back turned to you so you can draw my back.” 


My heart skipped a beat. If he was going to turn his back to the other 


students then this meant he would be facing me! 


And sure enough as I looked up over at him there he stood on the podium 
like a roman senator, drapery hanging from both arms and his masculinity 
there bare to my view. I heard him say ... “it's a fifteen minute pose so take 


your time.” 
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I knew he was speaking to me. I turned my easel slightly towards him, 
grabbed my charcoal and started to draw. That was the first time I drew the 


male form and enjoyed every minute of the experience. 


Male Nude by George Hoyningen-Huene 
At the end of the session after he dressed he walked slowly by my easel. He 
smiled at me as he walked past and whispered “now you have drawn the 


male form.” 


I smiled back. I put my hand in my pocket and touched the piece of paper 
he had given me. My fingers tingled. 


I want to come visit his Atelier and draw him some more! 
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Conversations of a Bride by Linette Schut 


It's starting to become an inevitability: move in with me and shortly 
following you will be engaged. Roommate Number One was married last 
August, a few short months after moving into the room next to mine. 
Roommate Number Two became engaged last June and was married just a 
few weeks ago. Roommate Number Three's Christmas present was a 
diamond ring. Is it too soon to say “Congratulations!” to Roommate Number 


Four? 

I, on the other hand, am far from marriage. Thoroughly single—and guite 
happily so—I have been forced into the world of wedding dresses, 
invitations, centre pieces, cheesy photo slide shows, flower arrangements, 


hair and makeup trials, miscellaneous decorations. 


In the months leading up to Roommate Number Two’s wedding, I recorded 


the conversations I was privy to. Here is a taste. 


The Engagement 


On a beautiful summer day, Cameron walks into the apartment as my 


roommates and I are talking about our plans for a taco dinner. 


“Jess, let's go down to the river. I hear there are boats!” Cameron says. 


“Boats? What kind of boats? Are they really worth seeing?” 
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“Oh, come on. You love boats! It’Il be a good walk.” 


Fifteen minutes later, with a diamond flashing on the fourth finger of her left 


hand: “There were no boats! 


Choosing the Venue 


“Pve found the perfect place! Everything is included: the dinner, the 


flowers, the decorations, the photographer, the DJ, even Cam’s tux.” 


“Wow, that sounds so easy. But what about adding a personal touch? Don’t 
you want to make crafts? Maybe some origami paper crane garlands? Or 
centre pieces with milk bottle vases and fresh flowers?” I say, envisioning 


long evenings of bonding over paper-miche crafts. 


“Are you kidding? That sounds like so much unnecessary hassle. Brides 


make it so stressful for themselves.” 


“But Jess, this is the one day when you get to show off to all the people you 
love. Are you sure you don’t want to have more say in exactly what goes 


on?” 


“No way. A few meetings with a wedding coordinator is all I need. They 
have stacks of books with pictures of centre pieces and flowers and cakes we 


can choose from. I'11 have plenty of say.” 
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And with that, my dreams of months of DIY projects—who doesn't love arts 


and crafts?»—come crashing down. 


Buying the Dress 


“Linette, want to go wedding dress shopping with me this afternoon?” 


“This afternoon? But shouldn't your mom come up? Shouldn't you think 


about this and plan it out for weeks? Shouldn't this be a bigger deal?” 

“Ijust want to look...” 

Fifteen minutes after entering the store (a five-minute drive from our 
apartment), looking radiant in the first wedding dress she's ever tried on: 


“Yve found the one!” 


ifteen minutes later the dress has been ordered. TLC's “Say Yes to the 


Dress” has taught me that this should not have been so easy. 


Buying the Bridesmaids’ Dresses 


Finding bridesmaid dresses was essentially the same as buying the wedding 


dress, except I was the one to try on the dress. 
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One lazy summer day, we are out shopping with no original intentions of 
looking for bridesmaid dresses. As we pass a store, Jess says, “I think they 


have dresses. Want to look for the wedding?” 


“Sure,” I say. “I like trying on dresses.” 


Jess finds a simple black dress—roomy enough to accommodate the three 
other very pregnant bridesmaids—and hands it to me. I try it on and it’s a 
done deal. We walk out of the store with four dresses in garment bags, and I 
imagine just how good I will look as the only slim bridesmaid. Or, 
alternatively, how I only have a month left in which to get knocked up so I 


can fit in. 


The Guest List 


Everything is going along smoothly—I haven't even seen Jess have a major 
breakdown, which I thought was inevitable when planning a wedding. Even 
the guest list had been prepared in a calm, no-nonsense fashion in which 
each guest was evaluated to determine whether or not he or she was worth 
the $80 it would cost for them to attend. And just like that, invitations— 


whose designs were also chosen from a book of options—were sent out. 


But now we are waiting for the reply cards to come in, and finally Jess is 


becoming antsy. 
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“Don't people understand that I’m trying to make a seating arrangement? 
And I have a budget to work with. At $80 a plate, I need to know who’s 


coming!” 


The antsy-ness was for nothing though, because when the RSVP date 


arrived, all replies have been received. 

But then four days before the wedding: “One of my mom's friends just 
asked if they could bring their daughter! Do I know her daughter?! No! Who 
do these people think they are? I don't have room for them. Do they expect 
me to rearrange the entire seating plan for them?” 

Tensions are starting to run high. But with an email to the wedding 
coordinator and a pep talk from me, Jess guickly returns to her perhaps-too- 
carefree state. 

Three Days Before 

7:15 a.m. 

I hear the door open and sleepily push my head up from the pillow. 


“Linette! Wake up!” 


Loud rustling is the first clue: Jess squeezes into my tiny room wearing her 


wedding dress. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 28 Fall 2021 


“Isn't it beautiful?” 


This is how every bride should be. 


The Wedding Day 


The day is coming to an end. The ceremony was perfect, complete with a 
giggling two-year-old ring bearer and audible titters from the audience as the 
third pregnant bridesmaid walked down the aisle. The dinner was delicious, 
including the famed butter chicken and perhaps ten varieties of salad. Jess 
surprised Cameron with a song she'd wrote and rehearsed hundreds of times 
in my hearing—Cam responded with manly tears. Now the dancing is in full 


swing. 


The Macarena comes on and instantly the dance floor is transformed into 


rows of twenty-something's who grew up in the '90s. 


Jess catches my eye and mouths, “Amazing!” 


(First published in This Great Society in Feb. 2010) 
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Eating God by Jeremy Hutcheson 


All my life I’ve believed in absurd things. It started when I was young. 
Some of my first memories involved believing that aliens were out to get my 
family, and that the probability of a random tornado striking my trailer house 
was inevitable. That's probably why I now believe in one of the most absurd 
concepts of all: that the wafer and wine of the Eucharist are the physical 
body and blood of Jesus Christ. It was a journey for me, but PH fill in the 


details. 


When I first became conscious of my religious addiction as a teen, very 
specifically the salvific message of Jesus Christ, I was sold. From the first 
moment of saying the “Sinner's Prayer” it took only months before I was the 
biggest evangelical Bible-thumper in my church. I was God's warrior — 
striking down the powers of evil with the proclamation, “In the name of 
Jesus!” I’m sure that God will commend all the good work I did in casting 
out demons in my small Nebraska town, and my cats are probably happy for 


the intercessory prayer they received on my behalf. 


The average person would probably consider this type of religious ideology 
loony. I believed that, you know, God became man and that I converse with 
him, although he's not physically there. Moreover, there's a heaven and hell, 
and he saved me from his own fiery judgement of sinners by his infinite 


love. 
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When I entered college, my religious beliefs began to fall apart. It wasn't 
because the beliefs were incorrect — rather, it was because they were simply 
an ideology. I learned all about ideologies in college, and my evangelical 
faith appeared to be another ideology, like Marxism or Platonism. I learned 
how to deconstruct arguments and ideas, and how to construct my own. All 
ideologies, I discovered, are created, changed, and morphed throughout 
history as different generations believe and disbelieve different things. Thus, 
I faced the inevitable guestion: “What makes Christianity so different?” I 
was frustrated that I could create and kill God in my head, he was 
immaterial, conceptual, and believed differently by people throughout 


history. 


But, instead of abandoning the Church and my beliefs, I figured out a way to 
believe in something even more obscure that guickly solved the guandary I 
faced. I needed something tangible to believe in Christianity. There had to 
be a way to bridge the gap between real life and the realm of religious 
ideology. We celebrated the Eucharist at the church I attended during 
college, and there was a connection existing in that meal that I hadn’t 
considered before. Gradually my absurdity kicked into full-gear, and I 
started believing that if the Christian ideology is real, my proof came from 
the physical manifestation of Christ in the Eucharist. The idea that Christ is 
the wafer and wine is so ridiculous that no human could have constructed 
this belief. Thus, Christianity was no longer a construction in my mind, but 
an embodied encounter with something bigger than my best ideas. My faith 


up to that point was all in my head, and now I have a personal relationship 
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with Jesus Christ guite literally, because I eat him. He's tangible, sensory, 


material, and moving through my digestive system. 


I’m going to step back and expand on what this belief means in non- 
religious terms. Belief in the physical transformation of the Eucharist means 
that taking the wafer and drinking the wine amounts to eating the flesh and 
blood of Jesus Christ — another man. Early critics of Christianity weren’t far 
off from calling Christians cannibals, because they ate a human (specifically 
Jesus Christ) in their religious rituals. If that isn’t kooky enough, I also 
believe that I’m not only consuming Jesus the man, but also Jesus the God — 
the Creator of the Universe. I ingest God on Sunday, and that’s nuts to most 


of the world. 


As I examine my obscure belief, it’s comforting to know that some of the 
best things in life are as absurd as Christ showing up in the Eucharist. Why 
do humans love one another? Why do we have free will and reason when 
other animals do not? Why do I exist and want to continue to live? The 
answer to these questions cannot be simple and calculated; it must be absurd 
because it’s not easily accessible and clear to humans. It’s a mystery. As the 
Christian writer Tertullian wrote, “credo quia absurdum est,” or “I believe 
because it is absurd.” And for me, eating God is the closest thing I’ve come 


to answering the questions of existence. 


{First Published in This Great Society, June 2010} 
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Entropy by Edward Wells II 


“Out there it is bloody, fucking chaos, mate.” He spun on his left leg toward 
the younger, twirling the spatula in his left hand. The apron settled in front 
of him and he again began shaking the spatula at the younger gently, “In 
here, you think about it, and the whole fucking thing seems simple enough.” 
“Yeah?” He pressed down into the skillet and something seemed to shriek as 
he resumed talking too guickly to allow a response. “Simple enough and 
straight about too. That's how things are. If you can find that in here you 
know that is how they are. It is so elegant that you'll know, when you find it, 
that all it takes is to express it and like the lights, mate, you've got it.” He 
moved his arms around a bit in a restrained motion in front of him, removing 
the apron, then turned toward the table that the younger male was sitting at. 
He walked to the table in his plain white t-shirt that had a number of holes 
widening around the neck line and a soft package of cigarettes partially 
visible in the pocket. He placed two plates on the table. “It's so simple; yet 
out there, it's bloody, fucking chaos.” He sat down and then looked directly 


at the younger. “Now, eat up, mate.” 


It was especially when the younger male sat on the hard floor of the living 
room — staring at the sunlight streaks cutting through smoky, dusty air to 
strike whatever was in its path — that his mind went to some nice and simple 
thought. Mostly he sat there quietly with his legs crossed and his palms up, 
one holding the other, both resting in the center of his legs. The sounds of 


the neighbours would steal through concrete walls and ears. 
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The younger could smell the older male and hear the older's body any time 
he was there. The younger had grown accustomed to this a few months after 
he'd come to live here. The older spoke loudly sometimes, and he liked 
when the younger looked at him while he talked. It hadn't taken two months 
to realize this. According to the older, all the things that he said would be of 
benefit, but some of the advice seemed nonsense in the light of the simplest 
and easiest way: the younger was polite, and people gave him what he 


wanted. 


“Get up. We've got to get the trash out of here now.” The younger rose, 
walked to the kitchen and opened the cabinet beneath the sink. The large 
green plastic trash can had been with the older man longer than the younger 
had. The rim was worn, revealing a number of holes that were beginning to 
widen. The result was that small pieces of the lip would crack off when 
lifting the can by the lip. The older man would lament and attempt to 
reinforce in the younger the importance of not breaking off any more of the 
lip. The younger would listen. “I realize that that can is getting old, but every 
day that we make it last from now on is another day that we save the cost of 
replacing it. It's like overtime. These points are important. Do you 


understand that?” 


The younger would nod his head in affirmation of the older's exposition. 
Then, the younger would inform the older when another piece of the lip 
would break off, because it was important. What seemed significant in the 


younger's mind was that the can could be used long after it had no lip, and 
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that a broken lip was no reason for anyone to stop being polite and getting 


what they want. 


A wrapper spun at the base of the hallway's wall. A piece of string swung at 
the top of the stairwell. He held the now-empty trash can to the right of his 
body and dragged the toe of his left shoe. It pointed at the spinning wrapper 
as he walked past. With his foot pointing nearly directly behind him, he 
dragged it across a seam in the concrete floor of the building's exterior 
hallway with a thump. Another thump against the angled concrete above the 
stairs. Another further down the hall. The light grew brighter and brighter. 
He reached the bottom step. The door was the last on the left, the end. Light 
streamed and spread around the darkened concrete wall. Light wrapped 
around through the entryways and the stairs to the second floor ahead at the 
end of building. It came up into the hall just past the last door on the left 


where he now stood. 


He touched the handle and then knocked. The tiny dent at the upper left was 
always a comfortable resting spot for the ring finger of his left hand. The 
knob turned with his hand still on it and the man pulled the door open. The 
boy stepped inside and rubbed his left eye with the meat of his hand. 


“Got the trash out guick didn'tcha?” The man pushed the door closed behind 
the boy and then walked into the living area and sat on the couch. “You 
know. When you don't take out the trash, I have to walk out to the left, down 
the short steps and all way ‘round. The banging stairs you bound up, I can't 


take anymore.” The man sat there with the television for a moment while the 
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boy sat down on the hard floor. “Chinga. Never get like me. Ya hear. And 
would ya look at that on the screen.?” The boy lifted his head in the 
direction of the screen. The two watched as a news story was read and text 


scrolled across the bottom of the screen. 


“They're screaming to overthrow him. I'm wondering where's the bloody 
dictator supposed to dictate the people that want to be dictated when we give 
the country to the people that want to be free.” The younger watched as 
some diminishing flames and embers lit part of the otherwise darkening 
room in a brief image. “But out there, it'll be a lot of bloody fucking chaos 


before its over mate.” 


{First Published in This Great Society June 2011} 
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Every Show Needs an Audience by Kyle Irion 


Henry threw the screen door open and ran to his youngest son. He could feel 
the wind running through his shirt and it made a howling in his ears that let 


him know he was running very fast indeed. 


Henry reached out, grabbed John by the arm and pulled him tight to his 
belly. Henry remarked at how thin the arm felt, how his hand seemed to 
press through the soft flesh, directly to the bone, as if that was all the boy 
was made of. Bone. John's breathing was heavy and a spot of wet heat was 
forming on Henry's stomach. He loosened his grip and looked down to make 
sure John was okay. John didn't pull his face away from his father, but 
reached up with both hands and pulled himself in tight again. 


Ms. Franks lay face-down on the grass. The whoosh of her garden hose ran 
from somewhere in a dense bed of flowers. There was the skipping sound of 
a functioning sprinkler somewhere down the street. People had started 
coming out of their homes. They didn’t go past their front stoops, though— 


as if they were all bound to their living rooms by invisible tethers. 


The top of Ms. Franks’ head was almost as white as Henry imagined her 
bare skull to be. Her right hand was gnarled, its fingers splayed out at 


unnatural angles. They must have broken on the fall. 


Henry wanted to approach the body—Ms. Franks—but he wasn’t sure how 


to step forward with John where he was. He certainly didn’t want to carry 
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his son closer to the corpse just so he, Henry, could have a better look. So, 


instead, he picked John up and walked backwards toward the house. 


He sat John down in the living room and gave him a glass of water and an 
ice cream sandwich. John was not to look out the window until Henry came 
back and told him it was alright. John nodded. Henry stood next to him for a 
moment, knowing that there was more to be done here, but being hopelessly 
ignorant as to what that was. Before exiting, Henry asked John where Rick, 
John's older brother, was. John just shrugged. Henry hoped that wherever 


Rick was, he would not be back in time to see all this. 


Henry went back out to the yard. Spectators had broken from their restraints 
and formed a crescent around the loose heap of human Iying in a flower bed 


adjacent to his house. 


“Looks bad, Henry,” Jackson Fuschit said from the center of the crescent. 
Perhaps he had been the leader of the newly formed audience. He did have 


the best seat in the house. 
“Yeah, I think so, Jack,” Henry said. 
“She could just be passed out,” Chuck Willis said, from the far end of the 


crescent. Late- comer. Terrible seat. Maybe indicative of a low-level of 


initiative. 
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“Chuck, look at this woman’s hand,” Henry said. “Are you going to sleep 
through that?” Henry knelt beside her. “Jesus,” he whispered, but his tone 


was off, so it sounded as if he were calling Ms. Franks by a new name. 
“You callin’ that lady ‘Jesus’?” Chuck asked. 

“My God, Chuck,” Henry said, looking up. 

Chuck looked taken aback. 

“I just thought I heard you—” 


“Why don’t you go home, Chuck?” Henry asked. When Chuck walked away 
moments later, he was painfully aware of the squeaking sound his shoes 


made. 


“Should we call the cops?” Jackson asked. “Because I have my phone right 
here.” He held his phone up so that they could all see that he wasn’t lying. 


Everyone appreciates honesty. 


“Yeah, yeah,” Henry said. “Go ahead and call ‘em.” Henry knelt a bit closer 
to the body and reached out two fingers to check for a pulse. Ms, Franks was 


cold and clammy and her skin felt like a loose sleeve on something tough. 


“Should I tell them there’s been a murder?” Jackson asked. Henry started 


and looked up at him. 
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“What? No. Why? This is not a murder, Jackson. The woman just had a 
heart attack.” 


“How do we know, though?” he asked. 


“Jackson,” Henry began, his voice softer now, “it happened in my yard. It 


wasn’t a murder. The old woman had a heart attack.” 


“Hey now, come on, Hen,” Jackson said. 


“Come on what, Jack? And please don't call me Hen.” 


“Calling Ms. Franks ‘old’ like that. It seems callous. There are children 


here.” 


“What?” Henry asked. “There are children here? Where?” Henry scanned 
the crescent and saw that yes, there were a few kids in attendance. “What the 
hell are you people bringing children here for?” He waved a hand toward 
them. One of them waved back. There were murmurs from the crowd, 
mostly parents arguing over who would have to take their respective kids 
home. A moment later, all the children and roughly half of the parents were 


gone. 
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Henry sighed, his gaze returning to Ms. Franks. “I don't think she's going to 
go anywhere,” he said. “If any of you are out here when the police arrive, 


tell them I’m inside. And tell them not to walk through my shrubs.” 


“We sure will, Henry,” a faceless voice responded. 


“Good,” Henry said, lumbering back up the walk to his home. 


Shortly after the back door slammed shut, Rick turned the corner with their 


family dog, Roscoe. 


“Excuse me?” Rick called to the crowd, the dog trotting beside him. 


They all turned at once. No one responded. 


“What's going on?” Rick asked, looking from person to person, each one 
averting their gaze in increasingly creative ways. Mrs. Collett pretended to 
wipe her nose. David Schlitt rubbed his eyes like he was trying to get 
something out of them. Mitch Zimmerman mumbled something about a 
satellite, then turned his face up to the sky. “Mr. Zimmerman, please. What's 


going on?” The crowd was blocking Rick’s view of Ms. Franks—the body. 


“There was an accident, Ricky,” Mitch said. 


“What happened?” Rick took a step to his right and craned his neck around 


the crowd. His eyes widened and the corners of his mouth pulled to either 
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side for a moment. He was pale. Roscoe was Iying on the ground in a 
position that made him look like a furry Christmas ham. A woman in the 
crowd said, “Bless his heart.” Rick wasn't sure if she was talking about him 


or the dog. 

“What happened?” Rick asked again. 

Still, no one would look at him. 

Rick ran up to the body as if he was going to try to resuscitate the woman, 
but when he was about a yard from her, those invisible tethers snapped 
taught and stopped him in his tracks. It wasn't until he saw her hand that it 


sunk in. This was a dead woman. Like, dead. 


Most children in the United States will never see a body outside of a casket. 


Many children in other parts of the world rarely see a body inside of one. 


“What happened?” Rick asked one more time. 


(First published in This Great Society, Sept. 2011} 
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Yes ... let's go in for a swim ... After You! 
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En Francaise 
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La Femme Fatale Mata Hari en couleur 


Au cours du siècle dernier, il est devenu évident gue les femmes... Les 
Femmes Fatales ... ont tendance à être les meilleurs agents de collecte 
d'intelligence humaine, jouant de leurs charmes de manière mesurée et 


calculée. 


L'une des grandes femmes 
fatales de l'espionnage du XXe 
siècle est Mata Hari, née 
Margareta Gertruda Zelle 
(1876-1917). 


Il y a beaucoup de livres écrits 
sur elle et quelques films 
produits, dont un classique 


avec Marlene Dietrich et un 


autre dans les années 1980 qui 


était quelque peu érotique... 


Encore aujourd'hui, un siècle après son exécution en 1917, les historiens 
divergent quant à sa culpabilité ou son innocence. Mon étude de son cas, me 
dit qu'elle était coupable, mais que Mata Hari n'aurait peut-être pas dû être 


exécutée pour son espionnage. 
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L’espionne Mata-Hari 
hier matin à Vincennes |$ 


C'est hier matin m» été passée par les 
armes la danseuse Mata-Hari — ou plu r 
Yespionne Marguerite-Gertrude Zele, qui | p 
avait profité de Yacoueil qu'on lui faisait 
dans notre pays pour le tnahir pendant plu- p 
sieurs années, Elle avait été condamn à te 
mort le 24 juillet dernier par le 3e consei 
de guerre de Paris, pour espionnage et in- | r 
telligences avec l'ennemi. 

Avant Ja guerre, elle était déjà à la solde | aj 
de l'Allemagne. Fréquentant, à Berlin, les | J 


Mata-Hari Gl, Talbot. | oy 


milieux politiques, militaires et. policiers, pi 
elle lait immatriculée sus les Robi de | re 


DPaeninnnaca hacha ‘ x | as 


L’ article, October 16, 1917 
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Quand ma Mere Nettoyait ma Chambre de Isabella Montsouris 


[Montreal] Quand j'étais très jeune, j'ai fait un voyage de deux semaines 
avec ma grand-mère, et pendant mon absence, ma mère a décidé de nettoyer 
et d'organiser ma chambre dans un état parfaitement agencé et 


essentiellement inhabité dans l'état de Martha Stewart. 


J'étais un ouragan débridé à cet âge, mais il y avait de la créativité dans le 
chaos. Nous étions une famille de petits moyens, donc l'écriture était 
devenue mon réconfort : poésie séduisante et prose décousue, paroles de 


chansons et croquis abstraits. 


Quand j'ai appris ses plans pour nettoyer et ranger, j'ai pleuré, craignant que 
mon hameau privé ne soit envahi et conquis, mes caprices et mes mots tous 
lus, moqués et jetés comme s'ils étaient des gribouillis et des gribouillis 


insignifiants. 


En rentrant chez moi, j'ai trouvé ma chambre sans couleur et sans caractère, 
retournée et stérile comme une terre en friche. Tous mes manuscrits avaient 
été jetés à la poubelle. Ma chambre m'a rappelé l'habillage du décor d'un 
film, avec des assemblages d'objets et de choses soigneusement agencés, 
tous destinés à donner une impression de confort et de confort, mais 
dépourvus de vie réelle. La chambre n'était plus la mienne et semblait 


fallacieuse, un mirage : comme lorsque vous fermez les yeux après un regard 
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solaire, et que vous voyez une impression de luminosité qui s'estompe dans 


le noir. 


Cette pièce ne s'est plus jamais sentie comme la mienne, et ce fut la genèse 
d'un changement poignant : j'ai cessé de me sentir comme si j'avais la 
permission d'être enfantine et libre, et alors que la vie s'enlisait dans les 
bouleversements et les traumatismes, être maîtrisé et retenu était parfois le 


plus clair chemin vers la survie émotionnelle. 


Cela a coupé au vif ce qu'elle avait fait, en particulier jeter mes manuscrits. 
Elle m'a fait asseoir et a eu une conversation cœur à cœur avec moi. Elle 
avait trouvé parmi eux quelques croquis de ce que je n'étais pas censé savoir 
— les morceaux de garçon. Elle voulait savoir où je les avais vus. J'ai dit dans 
un livre d'art à la bibliothèque. Elle m'a demandé qui étaient les artistes et 
jai dit Michel-Ange. Elle a donc supposé que c'était sa forme de David gue 


j'avais esquissée. 


Mais en fait, c'était le garçon d'à côté. C'était pendant un... tu me montres le 
tien et je te montrerai le mien... Il y est allé le premier, mais je me suis 


dégonflé. 


Après qu'elle ait nettoyé ma chambre, j'ai arrêté de parler avec ma mère des 


choses que je ressentais ou dont je rêvais. J'avais cessé de lui faire confiance. 


Nous déménagerions plusieurs fois dans les années suivantes, nous perdrions 


une maison à cause d'un incendie, mais même lorsque tout ce que je 
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possédais était englouti par les cendres et la fumée, je continuais à essayer 


de reconstruire le refuge dont je rêvais. 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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A Play 
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The Birthday Gift by Patrick Bruskiewich 


EXT Laundry mat Day 
Fade In. 


A well-dressed woman is caught in a sudden cloud burst and is drenched 
through and through. She is dashing down the street holding a big bright 
plastic bag over her head. She rushes past the laundry mat, stops and looks 


up at the sign, doubles back and enters the laundry mat 

INT Laundry mat Day 

She shakes herself like a puppy hoping to rid herself of her wetness. She 
feels her dress and looks at her watch. She then looks about and sees a 


single fellow standing folding some towels and clothes. 


She dashes over to him and grabs a towel without asking. She uses the 


towel to dry her face. She sets down her hand bag and kicks off her shoes. 


WOMAN 
May I? 


The man says nothing. She starts to shimmy out of her dress. He just 


watches her, jaw open in astonishment. She opens a drier and drops her 
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dress into it. Then she wraps herself in the towel and takes her bra off and 


then her panties. They are both pink and feminine. 


WOMAN 


Can you spare some change? 


He doesn't say anything but offers her a handful of change. She picks a few 
coins up and feeds the drier then starts it. She hops up on the drier and 


crosses her legs. 


WOMAN 


I was on my way to a birthday party when I got caught in the storm. 


MAN 
Really. 


WOMAN 
You're a good chap to help me out like this. 


MAN 
Think nothing of it. 


The drier is bouncing about a bit. 


WOMAN 
This is fun don’t you think? 
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The man nods his head. She sees his unfolded clothes and picks up some of 
his clothes and starts to fold it. She picks up his briefs, which are black and 
silk. 


WOMAN 
Oh I see you like silk too. 


He just nods. 


WOMAN 
Silk feels so good next to your body doesn't it. 


WOMAN 
May I? 


He shrugs. She doesn't get off the drier but puts his brief on. 


WOMAN 
It's kind” a funny. 


MAN 
What? 
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She opens the towel abit and tugs at the front of the brief. 


WOMAN 
The pocket at the front. What do you keep down there? 


MAN 
What do you think? 


She tugs at the front of his pants. 


WOMAN 
Pounds Stirling? 


The drier starts to shake. She enjoys this and leans back on her arms and 


opens her legs a bit. 


WOMAN 


That's better than a ride at a carnival? 


MAN 
You'll break the machine ... You should get off! 


WOMAN 
No ... I think the machine is going to break me! 
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She closes her eyes and starts to smile. The machine goes ding and stops. 


WOMAN 


Ah ... just as it was getting interesting! 


She hops off the drier and opens the door. She takes her things out and lays 
her dress on top of the machine, then her bra on top of the dress and then her 


panties. 


She turns around and faces him. She keeps herself wrapped in her towel and 


skinnies out of his brief. You can see they are damp. 


WOMAN 
Sorry ... I couldn’t help it! 


MAN 
That’s ok! 


She hands him her panties. Her holds them up with a quizzical look on his 


face. 


MAN 
What am I suppose to do with this? 


WOMAN 
Funny you should ask that! 
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She drops her towel and is now standing in front of him sans habillement. 


WOMAN 


Help me get dressed ... of course! 


She lifts her leg and after a few second hesitation he figures out what to do 
and helps her into her panties. He tries to rush things. She puts a hand on his 


head to slow him down. 


WOMAN 


Slowly now ... no need to rush! 
He slows down. When he has brought the panties full up she smiles. 


WOMAN 
That's better don't you think? 


MAN 
Yes... 


She hands him her brassiere. He holds it not knowing what to do. She 
guides him in his task, pulling him forward when it comes time to clasp the 


brassiere shut (clasp is in the front). 


WOMAN 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 67 Fall 2021 


You're shaking! Nervous 


MAN 
NX ea Van CS wa 


She looks down ... 


WOMAN 


Yes you are nervous!- 


She picks up her dress and hands it to him. She holds the dress above her 
head. 


WOMAN 
Hold me steady!~ 


She takes the dress down and places his hands on her hips then holds the 
dress above her head. She then snakes into the dress. He does not remove 
his hands from her hips when the dress falls on them. She has to remove his 


hands then straightens herself out. 


WOMAN 
Now a days it is harder to get a girl into a dress than out of one, don’t 


you think? 


He nods. She quickly puts on her shoes and picks up her purse and bag. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 68 Fall 2021 


WOMAN 
I have to dash 


She looks past him and sees that it's still raining. 


realizes it is still raining. He offers her his umbrella. 


She leans forward and kisses him. 


WOMAN 


You are a dear! 


MAN 
It's my birthday. 


WOMAN 
I know! This is for you. 


She hands him the bag. 


WOMAN 
My card’s inside. 


She dashes out leaving him dumbfounded. 
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He looks around and 


Fall 2021 


He opens the gift. It's a pair of brightly coloured silk pajamas. There is a 
card with her name and text number on it. The note said “in the morning I 


like cranberry jam with her waffles.’ 


He sits and peers philosophically out the window with a big smile on his 


face. 


In a moment he reaches a decision and takes his cell phone out and texts her 


“... doing anything this evening?” 


(Fade out] 
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Canadiana 
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The Maple Leaf Forever (Former National Anthem of Canada) 


"The Maple Leaf Forever" was written by the poet Alexander Muir (1830— 


1906) to commemorate the creation of the Dominion of Canada’s in 1867. 


On July 1, 1980, Canada Day, "O Canada" was officially proclaimed to be 


Canada's new national anthem, replacing the Maple Leaf Forever. 


In days of yore, from Britain's shore, 
Wolfe the dauntless hero, came 

And planted firm Britannia's Flag 

On Canada's fair domain. 

Here may it wave, our boast, our pride 
And, joined in love together, 

The thistle, shamrock, rose entwine 


The Maple Leaf forever! 


Chorus 


The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear, 
The Maple Leaf forever! 
God save our Oueen and Heaven bless 


The Maple Leaf forever! 


At Queenston’s Heights and Lundy's Lane 


Our brave fathers, side by side, 
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For freedom, homes and loved ones dear, 
Firmly stood and nobly died, 

And those dear rights which they maintained, 
We swear to yield them never! 

Our watchword evermore shall be 


"The Maple Leaf forever!" 


Chorus 


Our fair Dominion now extends 

From Cape Race to Nootka Sound 
May peace forever be our lot, 

And plenteous store abound: 

And may those ties of love be ours 
Which discord cannot sever, 

And flourish green o'er freedom's home 


The Maple Leaf forever! 


Chorus 


On merry England's far famed land 
May kind heaven sweetly smile, 

God bless old Scotland evermore 

and Ireland's Em’rald Isle! 

And swell the song both loud and long 


Till rocks and forest quiver! 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 73 Fall 2021 


God save our Queen and Heaven bless 


The Maple Leaf forever! 


Chorus 
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The Strategy of Culture by Harold A. Innis 


WITH SPECIAL REFERENCE TO CANADIAN LITERATURE—A 
FOOTNOTE TO THE MAS S EY REPORT (1952) 


"Pay them well: where there is a Maecenas 
there will be a Horace and a Virgil also." 


Martial 


"Complaints are made that we have no literature, 
this is the fault of the Minister of the Interior." 


Napoleon 


The title of this article may be regarded as an illustration of the remark of 
Julien Benda concerning "the intellectual organization of political hatreds" 
and as a further effort to exploit Canadian nationalism. "Political passions 
rendered universal, coherent, homogeneous, permanent, preponderant— 
everyone can recognize there to a great extent the work of the cheap daily 


"2 Whistler ' and others have contended that art is not to 


political newspaper. 
be induced by artificial tactics. They have pointed to Switzerland as a 
country without art and it has interesting parallels with Canada, a country of 
more than one language, a federation, and dependent on the tourist trade. A 
distinguished Canadian painter has remarked: "I am not sure that future 
opinion of the contemporary art of our day will not consider the advertising 


i x 4 
poster, the window and counter card as most representative." 
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Printers' ink threatens to submerge even the literary arts in Canada and it 
may seem futile to raise the guestion of cultural possibilities. The power of 
nationalism, parochialism, bigotry, and industrialism may seem too great. 
Cheap supplies of paper produce pulp and paper schools of writing, and 
literature is provided in series, sold by subscription, and used as an article of 
furniture. Almost alone Stephen Leacock, by virtue of his mastery of 
language, escaped into artistic freedom and was recognized universally and 


even he, as Peter McArthur pointed out, never attacked a publisher. 


But we can at least point to the conditions which seem fatal to cultural 
interests. We can appraise the cultural level of the United States and 
appreciate the importance of New York as a centre for the publication of 
books and periodicals, the effects of the higher costs of commercial printing 
in Chicago, and the dangers to literature and the drama of reliance on the 
authoritative finality of New York newspaper critics. We should be able to 
escape the influence of a western American news agency which advised that 


if you want it to sell "put a New York date line on it." 


We can point to the dangers of exploitation through nationalism, our own 
and that of others. To be destructive under these circumstances is to be 
constructive. Not to be British or American but Canadian is not necessarily 
to be parochial. We must rely on our own efforts and we must remember that 


cultural strength comes from Europe. ` 


We can point to our limitations in 
literature and to the conseguent distortions incidental to the impact of 
mechanization, notably in photography. The story has been compelled to 


recognize the demands of the illustration and has become dominated by it.” 
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The impact of the machine has been evident in the dependence of Edgar 
Wallace and Phillips Oppenheim and dictators of the guick action novel on 
the dictaphone.” An emphasis on speed and action essential to books 
produced for individual reading weakens the position of poetry and the 


drama particularly in new countries swamped by print. 


Burckhardt Č in his studies of Western civilization held that religion and the 
state were stable powers striving to maintain themselves and that civilized 
culture did not coincide with these two powers, that in its true nature it was 
actually opposed to them. "Artists, poets and philosophers have just two 
functions, i.e. to bring the inner significance of the period and the world to 
ideal vision and to transmit this as an imperishable record to posterity." In 
the words of Sir Douglas Copland, summarizing the philosophy of P. H. 
Roxby, "A cultural heritage is a more enduring foundation for national 
prestige than political power or commercial gain."” "It is the cultural 
approach of one nation to another, which in the long run is the best 
guarantee for real understanding and friendship and for good commercial 
and political relations. In the past, it has been, on the whole, sadly neglected, 
and especially as between western Europe and China." (Roxby.)'° It has 
been scarcely less neglected as between Canada and the United States. In the 
long list of volumes of "The Relations of Canada and the United States" 
series, little interest is shown in cultural relations and the omission is 


ominous. 
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Inter-relations between American and Canadian publishing in the nineteenth 
century had significant implications for Canadian literature in the present 
century. In the nineteenth century the tyranny of the novel in England had 
been built up in part because of inadeguate protection to English playwrights 
from translations of French plays, production of which had been 
systematically encouraged in France "' and by a monopoly of circulating 
libraries protected by the high price of the three-volume novel which made 
it, therefore, cheaper to rent than to buy books. " Restrictive effects of high 
prices on exports of books from Great Britain, absence of circulating 
libraries in the United States, lack of protection to foreign, especially 
English books before the enactment of copyright legislation in America in 
1891, and section 5 of the American Copyright Act, May 31, 1790, which 
was "an invitation to reprint the work of English authors," were factors 
responsible for large-scale reprinting of English works in the United States 


and for the publication of English works first in the United States." 


In 1874 legislation in the United States reduced postage on newspapers 
issued weekly or oftener to two cents a pound without regard to the distance 
carried. Under an act of March 3, 1879 (par. 14), second-class mail matter 
"must be regularly issued at stated intervals as frequently as four times a 
year, and bear a date of issue, and be numbered consecutively." Again, on 
July 1, 1885, postal charges on paper-covered books were reduced from two 
cents per pound to one cent and cloth-bound books were carried at eight 


cents per pound. The legislation reflected the demands of a vigorous cheap 
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book publishing period, concentrating on English or foreign books for which 


a market had been created by established publishers. 


In the ultimate development of the publication of English books previous to 
the Copyright Act in 1891, Canadians, emigrants to the United States and 
undisciplined by the demands of its distributing machinery, played an 
important role. George Munro, a mathematics teacher in the Free Church 
College, Halifax, who had emigrated to New York and acguired experience 
in the handling of dime novels in the firm of Beadle and Adams and in the 
publishing of the Fireside Companion, a family newspaper started in 1867, 
launched the "Seaside Library," a guarto, two or three columns to the page 
with cheap paper, on May 28, 1877. It was estimated that 645 pages in a 
regular edition could be printed in 152 pages guarto. As a result of saturation 
of the market for guartos in the latter part of 1883, Munro started a pocket- 
size edition in spite of the higher costs of manufacturing. In 1887 he cut 
wholesale prices from twenty and twenty-five cents to ten cents and from ten 
cents to five cents, and in 1889 sought protection by publishing a monthly 
"Library of American Authors," cheap cloth-bound twelvemos, "sold by the 
ton." In 1890 Munro sold the "Seaside Library" to J.W. Lovell " on a three- 
year option to repurchase arrangement, for $50,000 plus $4,500 monthly. It 
was estimated that, by 1890, 30,000,000 volumes of the "Seaside Library" 
had been sold, chiefly through the American News Company. 


J. W. Lovell was the son of John Lovell, who in 1872 had a printing shop on 
the American side near Montreal at which he printed British copyright 


works, free of copyright, and imported them into Canada under 12/2 per cent 
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duty to be sold at a lower price than editions imported from Great Britain. " 
The son moved to New York in 1875 and engaged in the sale of cheap 
unauthorized editions. After a failure in 1881 he followed the German plan 
of producing cheap handy books with neat covers and, in 1882, started 
publication of handy twelvemos in "Lovell's Library," paper-covered books 
selling at twenty cents, and "Lovell's Standard Library," cloth-bound at one 
dollar. In 1885 he concentrated on "Lovell's Library" and sold the remainder 
of his business to Belford and Clarke. This became a most popular series 
selling about seven million volumes annually. As a result of the reduction of 
prices by George Munro in 1887 competition became more intense and in 
1888 Lovell bought the "Munro Library" '° from Norman W. Munro, the 
brother of George Munro. The "Munro Library" in pocket-size books had 
been started in 1884 when the owner had returned to the business after 
failing with the "Riverside Library," sold between 1877 and 1879. With 
control over the "Seaside Library," acquired in 1890, and over the plates and 
stock of other cheap book publishers by purchase or rental to the extent of 
over half the titles of cloth-bound books and over three-fourths of the titles 
of paper-covered books, and supported by the Trow Printing Company, 
Lovell organized the United States Book Company with a reported capital of 
$3,500,000. 


Alexander Belford and James Clarke, members of a firm of Belford brothers 
in Toronto, moved to Chicago and organized Rose, Belford and Company; it 
was reorganized in 1879 after a failure as Belford Clarke and Company. 
They became publishers of "railroad literature" and built up an elaborate 


retail system developing a policy of selling to the book trade at artificially 
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high prices, first to jobbers, and then to the regular trade, and later at 
extremely low prices through dry-goods and department stores. Showy 
bindings contrasted with the woodpulp, clay, and straw paper inside the 
books. In 1885 they acguired "Lovell's Standard Library" and became the 
largest producers of cheap cloth-bound twelvemos. As a result of the 


intensive price cutting after 1887 they failed in 1889. 


In the absence of copyright on foreign books, publishers were compelled to 
rely on their only means of protection, namely, cheapness based on mass 
production. With efficient systems of distribution through the American 
News Company and the post office, equipment was steadily improved; 
cylinder presses were first installed in 1882 and in 1886 three cheap library 
publishers had their own typesetting, printing, and binding plants. The 
cheapest variety of paper was used and slight attention was given to proof 
reading and corrections. Paper manufacturers were compelled to sell their 
fine book papers chiefly to the large printing houses and the periodical 
publishers. Stereotype establishments or "sawmills" began to sell plates to 
publishers who then issued their own editions. Typographical unions " 
complained, and, following the sharp reduction in prices, recognized the 
importance of copyright. With lower postal rates on paper-covered editions, 
and prices from one-sixth to one-tenth those of cloth-bound volumes, it was 
estimated that almost two-thirds of a total of 1,022 books published in 1887 
were issued in the cheap libraries. Demands for new titles led to the 
publication of poorer classes of fiction. " The technological changes which 
lowered the prices of paper "° and of printing widened the gap between the 


supply of written material and the demand of readers and intensified the 
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need for non-copyright foreign books. Yet the supply of foreign material 
was limited, the market for lower grade fiction was saturated, it was no 
longer possible to increase sales by changing formats from guarto to 
twelvemo, deterioration of paper was not sufficiently rapid, and finally 
newspapers expanded to absorb supplies of newsprint. Publishers were now 
compelled to emphasize American writers, to whom copyright was paid. The 
basis was laid for the supremacy of the periodical, with significant 
conseguences for American and Canadian literature. National advertising 
steadily advanced to impose its demands on the reading material of the 
periodical. The discrepancy between prices of books in England and in the 
United States gradually lessened. The three-volume novel disappeared in 
England as prices were levelled with those in the United States after the 
Copyright Act of 1891. To secure copyright it was necessary to print books 
in the United States. *° 


In the last decade of the nineteenth century the advantages of cheap 
newsprint, of cheap composition following the invention of the linotype, and 
of the fast press as the basis of large circulations were being fully exploited 
by newspapers. Every conceivable device to increase circulation was pressed 
into service, notably in the newspaper war between Pulitzer and Hearst in 
the late nineties in New York City, including sensational headlines, the 
comics, and the Spanish American War. Crusades were started in every 


direction to enhance goodwill for newspapers. 


The sudden improvement in technology in the production of newspapers was 


accompanied by an increase in magazine readers. The weekly was replaced 
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by the monthly which became a leading factor in modern publishing. The 
Copyright Act of 1891, in itself a recognition of the problem of creating a 
supply of American writers, " was followed by the training of an army of 
fiction writers who by 1900 met the demands of magazines. Muck-raking 
magazines ~~ were supported by experienced newspaper men such as Lincoln 
Steffens (who wrote a series on "The Shame of the Cities"). They followed 
the tactics, particularly of the Hearst newspapers, in the struggle for 
circulation. * McClure, for instance, applied the sensational methods of the 
cheap newspaper to the cheap and new magazine. He sponsored a reform 
wave which was effectively exploited by Theodore Roosevelt. He built up 
circulation by paying enormous sums to famous writers and trying to corner 
a market in them. As a former peddler of coffee pots, he knew the demands 


> in the all-fiction 


of people on farms and in small towns. “ Munsey, ° 
magazine which followed the Sunday magazine section of the newspaper 
with smooth paper and clearer half-tones, made fiction the basis of 


circulation and earning power by 1896. *° 


The position of women as purchasers of goods led to concentration on 
women's magazines and on advertising. In Philadelphia, Curtis developed 
the great discovery, that reading matter trailed through a periodical 
compelled readers to turn the pages and to look at the advertising which 
made up most of the page, into an extensive magazine business. ” Through 
the national magazine, 2 advertisers such as the manufacturers of pianos, 
high cost two-wheeled bicycles, and other commodities were able to reach a 
large market at less cost than through the daily newspaper and to concentrate 


on more attractive layouts appealing to people in higher income brackets. 
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The national magazine made a systematic attack on older advertising media. 
Religious papers dependent on patent medicine advertising felt the effects of 
a crusade of the Ladies' Home Journal which in 1892 ~ refused to handle 
medical advertising and exposed widely advertised preparations by printing 
chemical analyses. With the growth of large-scale printing, the printer 
assumed the direction of advertising and displaced the single advertiser and 
agency. Specialization of printing and increased pressure of overhead costs 
necessitated effective control of publications. Lorimer, an able writer of 
advertisements, became editor of the Saturday Evening Post and gave 
advertisements the personality of articles. *’ A four-colour printing press 
costing $800,000 and a new building in 1910 led the Curtis publications to 


add a third magazine to cover agriculture. * 


The average circulations of magazines increased from 500,000 to 1,400,000 
in the period from 1905 to 1915 and following the boom beginning in 1922 
reached 3,000,000 by 1937. * The Reader's Digest was started in 1922, 
Time in 1923, and the New Yorker in 1925. Extension of education and 
increased use of text-books conditioned youth to acceptance of the printed 
word and to magazine consumption. The demand for writers exceeded the 
supply. After the First World War, women's magazines, which had begun as 
pattern makers in the Delineator and other Butterick papers, gained 
conspicuously in circulation. Women's magazines reached the largest 
circulations, paid most highly for articles, and were the chief market for 
writers. Competition between magazines for writers with an established 
reputation brought sky-rocket prices. ° The sale of film rights to popular 


novels brought even more than that of serial rights. An average best-seller in 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 84 Fall 2021 


"the slicks" with serial rights, movie, book, and other rights brought returns 
varying between $70,000 and $125,000. Writers concentrated on magazines 


rather than books. “ 


Writing for the great popular magazines built up on advertising implied 
assiduous attention to their reguirements on the part of writers and editors. 
Dulness was absolutely abhorrent. Serial instalments involved consideration 
of appropriate terminal points at which intense interest might be sustained 
for the next number. Magazines with the largest circulation were able to 
carry longer fiction by writers with an established reputation but tended to 
reduce instalments and stories from 12,000 to 5,000 or 4,500 words. * Since 
dependence on advertising meant that the magazine "expands and contracts 
with the activity of the factory chimney" *° writers were particularly affected 
by fluctuations of the business cycle. The reputations of authors were built 
up through advertising by editors of magazines who were thus enabled to 
sell advertising material, and stories *’ became commercialistic. George Ade 


could write "I guess I can now sell anything I write, even if it's good.” $ 


The influence of the newspaper and advertising on the magazine was 
developed to a sophisticated level in the twenties when magazines such as 
the New Yorker playfully exposed the foibles of its advertisers and 
advertisers exploited the foibles of the magazine. More recently the 
campaign of the New Yorker against loud speaker advertising in public 
buildings has not been unrelated to competition for advertising—all of 
course in the spirit of good clean fun. The rigid limitations in style of 


advertising copy enabled the New Yorker to succeed by emphasizing the 
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independence of the editor from the business office, and by developing a 
new style of writing which in turn led to a revolution in the style of 
advertising copy. In the Smart Set and the American Mercury H. L. 
Mencken, a Baltimore newspaperman, was successful in building up 
circulation in a direct attack on the limitations of a society dependent on 
advertising. In reviewing books for newspapers he had become familiar with 
trends in literature and he attracted to the Smart Set new authors unable to 
secure publication with old firms and willing to acguire prestige in lieu of 
high rates of pay. As a columnist Mencken had also gained an intimate 
knowledge of libel laws. Of German descent, he had suffered from the 
frenzied propaganda of the First World War. The American Mercury was 
started in 1924 as a fifty-cent magazine and practically doubled its average 
monthly circulation from 38,694 to 77,921 by 1926. ” Debunking became a 
new word and a profitable activity. In developing the American Mercury as a 
quality magazine designed to make the common man respectable, " 
Mencken pursued his attacks on the puritanical and on the English book to 
the point of recognizing in a powerful fashion the new language of the 


newspaper and the magazine in his American Language. 


The women's magazines began to feel the restraining influence of puritanism 
and its effects on advertising. Bok became concerned with the importance of 
sex education. Theodore Dreiser, editor of Delineator, came into conflict 
with censorship regulations in his novels and triumphantly conquered in An 
American Tragedy. Mencken, in the tradition of Mark Twain and Ambrose 
Bierce, secured the support of the Authors' League for Dreiser's position. " 


The Calvinistic obsession of hypocritical people with the subject of sex *” 
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became the centre of attack by Dreiser as chief artist and Mencken as high 
priest, determined to defeat "the iron madonna who strangles in her fond 
embrace the American novelist" (H. H. Boyesen). With a shrewd 
appreciation of the advertising value of censorship regulations Mencken 
seized upon the occasion of the banning of a copy of the American Mercury 
to attack the Boston Watch and Ward Society as the stronghold of Catholic 
and Protestant Puritanism. " His active interest in the Scopes trial, following 
a law enacted in Tennessee on March 21, 1925, against the teaching of 


evolution was a part of the general strategy against religious bigotry. 


Decline of the practice of reading aloud led to a decline in the importance of 
censorship. The individual was taken over by the printing industry and his 
interest developed in material not suited to general conversation. George 
Moore in England and H. L. Mencken in the United States exploited the 
change in their attacks on censorship. Censorship could no longer be relied 
upon to secure publicity. Significantly the advertiser had contributed to a 
change of atmosphere and women no longer feared to smoke cigarettes in 


public. 


Even before the Copyright Act, the effects of advertising, as reflected in the 
newspaper and the magazine, on the writer had important implications for 
the book. "Most people now do not read books, but read magazines and 
newspapers" (H. G. Baird). “ Limited distributing facilities for books 
evident in the high costs of book agents and subscription publishing ” in the 
nineties, and the development of special publishers of text-books in the early 


part of the century were gradually being offset by department stores. Small 
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retail stores for books could not compete with rents paid by diamonds, furs, 
and bonds. Mail order business in books expanded in the early 1900's but the 
results were perhaps evident in the remark of a publisher's reader, "this novel 
is bad enough to succeed." “© W. D. Howells wrote in 1902: "Most of the 
best literature now sees the light in the magazines, and most of the second 
best appears first in book form." The increasing importance of apartment 
buildings and lack of space for shelves supported the rapid development of 
the lending library in the twenties. Book clubs increased rapidly " after 1926 
as a means of securing the economies of mass production. Nevertheless, the 
inadequacy of book distributing machinery and dependence on British and 
Continental devices “ showed the limitations of the book in contrast with 
the newspaper and the magazine. Publishing firms such as Doubleday, Page 
and Company entered on policies of direct vigorous advertising, which built 
up, for instance, the success of O. Henry,” but their most significant results 


were in less obvious directions. 


The experience of the prominent publishing firm of Scribner's illustrates 
directly the impact of advertising on the newspaper and the magazine and in 
turn on the book. Roger Burlingame,” trained in a newspaper office, and M. 
E. Perkins, a reporter on the New York Times, exercised a powerful influence 
on publications of the firm. Perkins was concerned to arouse a consciousness 
of the value and importance of the native note in opposition to the imitation 
of English and European models and "the cynical disparagement of 


; # ge 1 
American materialism." > 


To him great books were those which appealed to 
both the literati and the masses. The book-buying public was made up of 


fairly successful people but to Perkins the reading of Thomas Wolfe's books 
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"to pieces" in the libraries reflected the truer sense of life of people in the 
lower economic level.” While he condemned the mad pursuit of best-sellers 
which developed during the boom period of the twenties and the newspaper 
policy of playing up the work of authors of best-sellers and criticized the 
Book of the Month Club for concentrating the attention of the public on one 
book a month,” he was concerned primarily with the newspaper public. 
Writers from the newspaper field included Hemingway, Edmund Wilson, 
Stanley Pennell, Stephen Crane, and Dreiser. It was his opinion that the 
teaching of literature and writing in the colleges compelled students to see 
things through a film of past literature and not with their own eyes. Two 
years with a newspaper were better than two years in college.” He favoured 
what Irving Babbitt called "art without selection." The demands of 
commercialism were evident more directly in the avoidance of controversy. 
"The sales department always want a novel. They want to turn everything 
into a novel."” The public and the trade preferred books of 100,000 words 
and works of 25,000 to 30,000 words were padded to give the appearance of 


books of a larger size. 


An orderly revolt against commercialism was significantly delayed and 
frustrated in literature possibly more than in any other art. Henry James had 
escaped to England and in the period after the First World War Ezra Pound 
and T. S. Eliot followed. "The historians of Wolfe's era ... all record this 
strange phase of our cultural adolescence; the same sad and distraught search 
for foreign roots." "You could always come back" (Hemingway). But in 
the words of Pound: "We want a better grade of work than present systems 


of publishing are willing to pay for." "The problem is how, how in hell to 
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exist without over-production." "The book-trade, accursed of god, man and 
nature, makes no provision for any publication that is not one of a series ..." 
5 "The American law as it stands or stood is all for the publisher and the 
printer and all against the author, and more and more against him just in 


160 


such proportion as he is before or against his time. Books by living 


authors were, he claimed, kept out of the United States and "the tariff, which 


1 à 
"ól Eyen in Great 


is iniquitous and stupid in principle, is made an excuse. 
Britain from about 1912 to 1932 booksellers did "their utmost to keep 
anything worth reading out of print and out of ordinary distribution." "Four 
old bigots" of Fleet Street practically controlled the distribution of printed 


matter in England.” Criticism was related to publishers' advertising.” 


The distorting effects of industrialism and advertising on culture in the 
United States have been evident on every hand. Architecture as a sort of 
tyrant of the arts had the advantage of the utilitarian demands of commerce. 
Painting and sculpture as allied to it had the support of collectors, private 


and public, and the encouragement of awards and prizes. 


Poetry was the subject of paragraphers' jokes, a space filler for magazines © 
and "must appeal to the barber's wife of the Middle West."® "Poetry had no 


"67 In the drama the lack of interest of actors in modern art 


one to speak for it. 
8 and the support of tradition involved effective reliance on Shakespeare 
and a terrific handicap to playwrights.” The commercial theatre manager 
and the newspaper critic have been reluctant to recognize the vitality of a 
demand for the imaginative artistic work of the little theatre '" particularly in 


competition with the cinema. In the words of George Jean Nathan the talking 
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picture may be "the drama of a machine age designed for the consumption of 
robots" and the theatre may have gained enormously by the withdrawal of 
"shallow and imbecile audiences," but the change has been costly and 


painful.” 


The overwhelming pressure of mechanization evident in the newspaper and 
the magazine has led to the creation of vast monopolies of communication. 
Their entrenched positions involve a continuous, systematic, ruthless 
destruction of elements of permanence essential to cultural activity. The 
emphasis on change is the only permanent characteristic. Thomas Hardy 
complained that narrative and verse were losing organic form and symmetry, 
the force of reserve, and the emphasis on understatement, and becoming 


72 
structureless and conglomerate. 


The guarantee of freedom of the press under the Bill of Rights in the United 
States and its encouragement by postal regulations has meant an unrestricted 
operation of commercial forces and an impact of technology on 
communication tempered only by commercialism itself. * Vast monopolies 
of communication have shown their power in securing a removal of tariffs 
on imports of pulp and paper from Canada though their full influence has 
been checked by provincial governments especially through control over 
pulpwood cut on Crown lands. The finished product in the form of 
advertisements and reading material is imported into Canada with a lack of 
restraint from the federal government which reflects American influence in 
an adherence to the principle of freedom of the press and its encouragement 


of monopoly. Sporadic attempts have been made to check this influence in 
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Canada as in the case of the banning of the Hearst papers in the First World 
War and in the imposition by the Bennett administration of a tariff based on 
advertising content in American periodicals. Protests are made by 
institutions against specific articles in American periodicals but without 
significant results other than that of advertising the periodical. To offset 
possible handicaps Canadian editions of Time, Reader's Digest and the like 
are published. Canadians are persistently bombarded with subscription 
blanks soliciting subscriptions to American magazines, and their 
conversation shifts with regularity following the appearance of new jokes in 
American periodicals. Canadian publications supported by the advertising of 
products of American branch plants and forced to compete with American 
publications imitate them in format, style and content. Canadian writers 
must adapt themselves to American standards.” Our poets and painters are 
reduced to the status of sandwich men. The ludicrous character of the 
problem may be shown by stating that the only effective means of 
sponsoring Canadian literature involves a rigid prohibition against all 
American periodicals with any written material and free admission to all 
periodicals with advertising only. In this way trade might be fostered and 
Canadian writers left free to work out their own solutions to the problems of 
Canadian literature. Indeed they would have the advantage of having access 


to the highly skilled examples of advertiser's copy. 


Publishers’ lists in Canada are revealing in showing the position of American 
branches or American agencies in the publication of books. Advertising rates 
for a wide range of commodities, determined by newspapers and magazines 


particularly in relation to circulation, are such as to make it extremely 
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difficult for publishers to compete for advertising space, particularly as book 
advertising is largely deprived of the powerful force of repetition.” 
Moreover, the demands of a wide range of industries for advertising 
compete directly and effectively for raw materials, paper, capital, and labour 
entering into the production of books, and restrict the possibility of 
advertising them. American devices such as book clubs and the mass 
production of pocket books to be sold on news-stands and in cigar stores and 
drug stores have immediate repercussions in Canada. The extreme 
importance of book titles—perhaps the most vital element in American 
literature—evident in the changing of titles of English books in the United 
States and of American books in Great Britain and in the interest of the 
movie industry in the publishing field,” is felt in Canada also. In the field of 
the newspaper, dependence on the Associated Press and other agencies, on 
the New York Times, "' and other media needs no elaboration. In radio and in 
television accessibility to American stations means a constant bombardment 


of Canadians. 


The impact of commercialism from the United States has been enormously 
accentuated by war. Prior to the First World War the development of 
advertising ’* stimulated the establishment of schools of commerce and the 
production of text-books on the psychology of advertising. European 
countries were influenced by the effectiveness of American propaganda. 
Young Germans were placed with American newspaper chains and 
advertising and publishing agencies to learn the art of making and slanting 
news. American treatises on advertising and publicity were imported and 


translated. American graduate students were attracted to Germany by 
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scholarships and experiments in municipal government. In turn, German 
exchange professorships were established, especially with South American 
universities. The Hamburg-American Lines became an effective 


propagandist organization. 


But German experience” proved much too short in contrast with that of 


0 and English propagandists,®’ though their effectiveness is 


American 
difficult to appraise since the estimates have been provided chiefly by those 


responsible for the propaganda. 


American propaganda” after the First World War became more intense in 
the domestic field. Its effectiveness was evident in the emergence of 
organizations representing industry, labour, agriculture, and other groups. 
The Anti-Saloon League pressed its activities to success in prohibition 
legislation. In the depression the American government” learned much of 
the art of propaganda from business and exploited new technological devices 
such as the radio. With the entry of the United States into the Second World 


War instruments of propaganda”" were enormously extended. 


The effects of these developments on Canadian culture have been disastrous. 
Indeed they threaten Canadian national life. The cultural life of English- 
speaking Canadians subjected to constant hammering from American 
commercialism is increasingly separated from the cultural life of French- 
speaking Canadians. American influence on the latter is checked by the 
barrier of the French language but is much less hampered by visual media. 


In the period from 1915 to 1920 the theatre in French Canada was replaced 
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by the movie or French influence by American. With the development of the 
radio, protection of language enabled French Canadians to take an active 
part in the preparation of script and in the presentation of plays. During the 
Second World War the revue and the French-Canadian novel received fresh 
stimulus. The effects of American technological change on Canadian 
cultural life have been finally evident in the numerous suggestions of 
American periodicals that Canada should join the United States. It should be 
said that this would result in greater consideration of Canadian sentiment by 
American periodicals than is at present the case when it probably counts for 


less than that of a religious sect. 


The dangers to national existence warrant an energetic programme to offset 
them. In the new technological developments Canadians can escape 
American influence in communication media other than those affected by 
appeals to the "freedom of the press." The Canadian Press has emphasized 
Canadian news but American influence is powerful.” In the radio, on the 
other hand, the Canadian government in the Canadian Broadcasting 
Corporation has undertaken an active role in offsetting the influence of 
American broadcasters. It may be hoped that its role will be even more 
active in television. The Film Board has been set up and designed to weaken 
the pressure of American films. The appointment and the report of the Royal 
Commission on National Development in the Arts and Sciences imply a 
determination to strengthen our position. The reluctance of American branch 
plants to support research in Canadian educational institutions has been met 
by taxation and federal grants to universities. Universities have taken a 


zealous interest in Canadian Literature but a far greater interest is needed in 
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the whole field of the fine arts. Organizations such as the Canadian Authors' 
Association have attempted to sponsor Canadian literature by the use of 
medals and other devices. The resentment of English and French Canadians 
over the treatment of a French-Canadian play on Broadway points to 


powerful latent support for Canadian cultural activity. 


We are indeed fighting for our lives. The pernicious influence of American 
advertising reflected especially in the periodical press and the powerful 
persistent impact of commercialism have been evident in all the 
ramifications of Canadian life. The jackals of communication systems are 
constantly on the alert to destroy every vestige of sentiment toward Great 
Britain holding it of no advantage if it threatens the omnipotence of 
American commercialism. This is to strike at the heart of cultural life in 
Canada. The pride taken in improving our status in the British 
Commonwealth of Nations has made it difficult for us to realize that our 
status on the North American continent is on the verge of disappearing. 
Continentalism assisted in the achievement of autonomy and has 
conseguently become more dangerous. We can only survive by taking 
persistent action at strategic points against American imperialism in all its 
attractive guises. By attempting constructive efforts to explore the cultural 
possibilities of various media "S of communication and to develop them 
along lines free from commercialism, Canadians might make a contribution 
to the cultural life of the United States by releasing it from dependence on 
the sale of tobacco and other commodities which would in some way 
compensate for the damage it did before the enactment of the American 


Copyright Act. 
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concerning the dull conversation of Hollywood that the phrase coiners 


preserved silence until they had sold the wheeze themselves. 
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A bunny in her hutch ... Hello Kate! 
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Contemporary Prose 
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The Speech That JFK Never Had a Chance to Give 


Following is the text of the speech that John F. Kennedy was scheduled 
to give at the Trade Mart in Dallas on Nov. 22, 1963. Kennedy was 


assassinated before he reached the destination. 


I am honored to have this invitation to address the annual meeting of the 
Dallas Citizens Council, joined by the members of the Dallas Assembly — 
and pleased to have this opportunity to salute the Graduate Research Center 
of the Southwest. It is fitting that these two symbols of Dallas progress are 
united in the sponsorship of this meeting. For they represent the best 
qualities, I am told, of leadership and learning in this city — and leadership 
and learning are indispensable to each other. The advancement of learning 
depends on community leadership for financial political support, and the 
products of that learning, in turn, are essential to the leadership's hopes for 
continued progress and prosperity. It is not a coincidence that those 
communities possessing the best in research and graduate facilities — from 
MIT to Cal Tech — tend to attract new and growing industries. I 
congratulate those of you here in Dallas who have recognized these basic 
facts through the creation of the unigue and forward-looking Graduate 


Research Center. 


This link between leadership and learning is not only essential at the 
community level. It is even more indispensable in world affairs. Ignorance 


and misinformation can handicap the progress of a city or a company, but 
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they can, if allowed to prevail in foreign policy, handicap this country's 
security. In a world of complex and continuing problems, in a world full of 
frustrations and irritations, America’s leadership must be guided by the 
lights of learning and reason — or else those who confuse rhetoric with 
reality and the plausible with the possible will gain the popular ascendancy 


with their seemingly swift and simple solutions to every world problem. 


There will always be dissident voices heard in the land, expressing 
opposition without alternative, finding fault but never favor, perceiving 
gloom on every side and seeking influence without responsibility. Those 


voices are inevitable. 


But today other voices are heard in the land — voices preaching doctrines 
wholly unrelated to reality, wholly unsuited to the sixties, doctrines which 
apparently assume that words will suffice without weapons, that vituperation 
is as good as victory and that peace is a sign of weakness. At a time when 
the national debt is steadily being reduced in terms of its burden on our 
economy, they [view] that debt as the single greatest threat to our security. 
At a time when we are steadily reducing the number of Federal employees 
serving every thousand citizens, they fear those supposed hordes of civil 


servants far more than the actual hordes of opposing armies. 


We cannot expect that everyone, to use the phrase of a decade ago, will “talk 
sense to the American people.” But we can hope that fewer people will listen 


to nonsense. And the notion that this Nation is headed for defeat through 
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deficit, or that strength is but a matter of slogans, is nothing but just plain 


nonsense. 


I want to discuss with you today the status of our security because this 
question clearly calls for the most responsible qualities of leadership and the 
most enlightened products of scholarship. For this Nation’s strength and 
security are not easily or cheaply obtained, nor are they quickly and simply 
explained. There are many kinds of strength and no one kind will suffice. 
Overwhelming nuclear strength cannot stop a guerrilla war. Formal pacts of 
alliance cannot stop internal subversion. Displays of material wealth cannot 


stop the disillusionment of diplomats subjected to discrimination. 


Above all, words alone are not enough. The United States is a peaceful 
nation. And where our strength and determination are clear, our words need 
merely to convey conviction, not belligerence. If we are strong, our strength 


will speak for itself. If we are weak, words will be of no help. 


I realize that this Nation often tends to identify turning-points in world 
affairs with the major addresses which preceded them. But it was not the 
Monroe Doctrine that kept all Europe away from this hemisphere — it was 
the strength of the British fleet and the width of the Atlantic Ocean. It was 
not General Marshall’s speech at Harvard which kept communism out of 
Western Europe — it was the strength and stability made possible by our 


military and economic assistance. 
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In this administration also it has been necessary at times to issue specific 
warnings — warnings that we could not stand by and watch the Communists 
conguer Laos by force, or intervene in the Congo, or swallow West Berlin, 
or maintain offensive missiles on Cuba. But while our goals were at least 
temporarily obtained in these and other instances, our successful defense of 
freedom was not due to the words we used, but to the strength we stood 


ready to use on behalf of the principles we stand ready to defend. 


This strength is composed of many different elements, ranging from the 
most massive deterrents to the most subtle influences. And all types of 
strength are needed — no one kind could do the job alone. Let us take a 
moment, therefore, to review this Nation's progress in each major area of 


strength. 


First, as Secretary McNamara made clear in his address last Monday, the 
strategic nuclear power of the United States has been so greatly modernized 
and expanded in the last 1,000 days, by the rapid production and deployment 
of the most modern missile systems, that any and all potential aggressors are 
clearly confronted now with the impossibility of strategic victory — and the 
certainty of total destruction — if by reckless attack they should ever force 


upon us the necessity of a strategic reply. 


In less than 3 years, we have increased by 50 percent the number of Polaris 
submarines scheduled to be in force by the next fiscal year, increased by 
more than 70 percent our total Polaris purchase program, increased by more 


than 75 percent our Minutemen purchase program, increased by 50 percent 
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the portion of our strategic bombers on 15-minute alert forces. Our security 
is further enhanced by the steps we have taken regarding these weapons to 
improve the speed and certainty of their response, their readiness at all times 
to respond, their ability to survive an attack, and their ability to be carefully 


controlled and directed through secure command operations. 


But the lessons of the last decade have taught us that freedom cannot be 
defended by strategic nuclear power alone. We have, therefore, in the last 
three years accelerated the development and deployment of tactical nuclear 
weapons, and increased by 60 percent the tactical nuclear forces deployed in 


Western Europe. 


Nor can Europe or any other continent rely on nuclear forces alone, whether 
they are strategic or tactical. We have radically improved the readiness of 
our conventional forces — increased by 45 percent of the number of combat 
ready Army divisions, increased by 100 percent the procurement of modern 
Army weapons and eguipment, increased by 100 percent our procurement of 
our Ship construction, conversion, and modernization program, increased by 
100 percent our procurement of tactical aircraft, increased by 30 percent the 
number of tactical air sguadrons, and increased the strength of the Marines. 
As last month's “Operation Big Lift” — which originated here in Texas — 
showed so clearly, this Nation is prepared as never before to move 
substantial numbers of men in surprisingly little time to advanced positions 
anywhere in the world. We have increased by 175 percent the procurement 
of airlift aircraft, and we have already achieved a 75 percent increase in our 


existing strategic airlift capability. Finally, moving beyond the traditional 
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roles of our military forces, we have achieved an increase of nearly 600 
percent in our special forces — those forces that are prepared to work with 
our allies and friends against the guerrillas, saboteurs, insurgents and 
assassins who threaten freedom in a less direct but egually dangerous 


manner. 


But American military might should not and need not stand alone against the 
ambitions of international communism. Our security and strength, in the last 
analysis, directly depend on the security and strength of others, and that is 
why our military and economic assistance plays such a key role in enabling 
those who live on the periphery of the Communist world to maintain their 
independence of choice. Our assistance to these nations can be painful, 
risky, and costly, as is true in Southeast Asia today. But we dare not weary 
of the task. For our assistance makes possible the stationing of 3.5 million 
allied troops along the Communist frontier at one-tenth the cost of 
maintaining a comparable number of American soldiers. A successful 
Communist breakthrough in these area, necessitating direct United States 
intervention, would cost us several times as much as our entire foreign aid 


program, and might cost us heavily in American lives as well. 


About 70 percent of our military assistance goes to nine key countries 
located on or near the borders of the Communist-bloc — nine countries 
confronted directly or indirectly with the threat of Communistic aggression 
— Vietnam, Free China, Korea, India, Pakistan, Thailand, Greece, Turkey, 
and Iran. No one of these countries possesses on its own the resources to 


maintain the forces which our own Chiefs of Staff think needed in the 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 115 Fall 2021 


common interest. Reducing our efforts to train, eguip, and assist their armies 
can only encourage Communist penetration and reguire in time the increased 
overseas deployment of American combat forces. And reducing the 
economic help needed to bolster these nations that undertake to help defend 
freedom can have the same disastrous result. In short, the $50 billion we 
spend each year on our own defense could well be ineffective without the $4 


billion required for military and economic assistance. 


Our foreign aid program is not growing in size, it is, on the contrary, smaller 
now than in previous years. It has had its weaknesses, but we have 
undertaken to correct them. And the proper way of treating weaknesses 1s to 
replace them with strength, not to increase those weaknesses by 
emasculating essential programs. Dollar for dollar, in or out of government, 
there is no better form of investment in our national security than our much- 
abused foreign aid program. We cannot afford to lose it. We can afford to 
maintain it. We can surely afford, for example, to do as much for our 19 
needy neighbors of Latin America as the Communist bloc is sending to the 


island of Cuba alone. 


I have spoken of strength largely in terms of the deterrence and resistance of 
aggression and attack. But in today’s world, freedom can be lost without a 
shot being fired, by ballots as well as bullets. The success of our leadership 
is dependent upon respect for our mission in the world as well as our 
missiles — on a clearer recognition of the virtues of freedom as well as the 


evils of tyranny. 
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That is why our Information Agency has doubled the shortwave 
broadcasting powers of the Voice of America and increased the number of 
broadcasting hours by 30 percent, increased Spanish language broadcasting 
to Cuba and Latin America from one to nine hours a day, increased seven- 
fold to more than 3.5 million copies the number of American books being 
translated and published for Latin American readers, and taken a host of 
other steps to carry our message of truth and freedom to all the far corners of 


the earth. 


And that is also why we have regained the initiative in the exploration of 
outer space, making an annual effort greater than the combined total of all 
space activities undertaken during the fifties, launching more than 130 
vehicles into earth orbit, putting into actual operation valuable weather and 
communications satellites, and making it clear to all that the United States of 


America has no intention of finishing second in space. 


This effort is expensive — but it pays its own way, for freedom and for 
America. For there is no longer any fear in the free world that a Communist 
lead in space will become a permanent assertion of supremacy and the basis 
for military superiority. There is no longer any doubt about the strength and 
skill of American science, American industry, American education, and the 
American free enterprise system. In short, our nation's space effort 
represents a great gain in, and a great resource of, our national strength — 


and both Texas and Texans are contributing greatly to this strength. 
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Finally, it should be clear by now that a nation can be no stronger abroad 
than she is at home. Only an America which practices what it preaches about 
egual rights and social justice will be respected by those whose choice 
affects our future. Only an America which has fully educated its citizens is 
fully capable of tackling the complex problems and perceiving the hidden 
dangers of the world in which we live. And only an America which is 
growing and prospering economically can sustain the worldwide defenses of 
freedom, while demonstrating to all concerned the opportunities of our 


system and society. 


It is clear, therefore, that we are strengthening our security as well as our 
economy by our recent record increases in national income and output — by 
surging ahead of most of Western Europe in the rate of business expansion 
and the margin of corporate profits, by maintaining a more stable level of 
prices than almost any of our overseas competitors, and by cutting personal 
and corporate income taxes by some $11 billion, as I have proposed, to 
assure this Nation of the longest and strongest expansion in our peacetime 


economic history. 


This Nation's total output — which three years ago was at the $500 billion 
mark — will soon pass $600 billion, for a record rise of over $100 billion in 
three years. For the first time in history we have 70 million men and women 
at work. For the first time in history average factory earnings have exceeded 
$100 a week. For the first time in history corporation profits after taxes — 
which have risen 43 percent in less than 3 years — have an annual level of 


$27.4 billion. 
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My friends and fellow citizens: I cite these facts and figures to make it clear 
that America today is stronger than ever before. Our adversaries have not 
abandoned their ambitions, our dangers have not diminished, our vigilance 
cannot be relaxed. But now we have the military, the scientific, and the 
economic strength to do whatever must be done for the preservation and 


promotion of freedom. 


The strength will never be used in pursuit of aggressive ambitions — it will 
always be used in pursuit of peace. It will never be used to promote 
provocations — it will always be used to promote the peaceful settlement of 


disputes. 


We, in this country, in this generation, are — by destiny rather than by 
choice — the watchmen on the walls of world freedom. We ask, therefore, 
that we may be worthy of our power and responsibility, that we may 
exercise our strength with wisdom and restraint, and that we may achieve in 
our time and for all time the ancient vision of “peace on earth, good will 
toward men.” That must always be our goal, and the righteousness of our 
cause must always underlie our strength. For as was written long ago: 


“except the Lord keep the city, the watchmen waketh but in vain.” 
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The Duty of the Writer William Faulkner Nobel Prize Address 


(Nobel Prize in Literature awarded for 1949 and accepted in 1950) 
Ladies and gentlemen, 


I feel that this award was not made to me as a man, but to my work — a life's 
work in the agony and sweat of the human spirit, not for glory and least of all 
for profit, but to create out of the materials of the human spirit something 
which did not exist before. So this award is only mine in trust. It will not be 
difficult to find a dedication for the money part of it commensurate with the 
purpose and significance of its origin. But I would like to do the same with the 
acclaim too, by using this moment as a pinnacle from which I might be listened 
to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and 
travail, among whom is already that one who will some day stand here where I 


am standing. 


Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear so long sustained by 
now that we can even bear it. There are no longer problems of the spirit. There 
is only the guestion: When will I be blown up? Because of this, the young man 
or woman writing today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in 
conflict with itself which alone can make good writing because only that is 


worth writing about, worth the agony and the sweat. 


He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest of all things is 
to be afraid; and, teaching himself that, forget it forever, leaving no room in his 
workshop for anything but the old verities and truths of the heart, the old 
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universal truths lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed — love and 
honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice. Until he does so, he 
labors under a curse. He writes not of love but of lust, of defeats in which 
nobody loses anything of value, of victories without hope and, worst of all, 
without pity or compassion. His griefs, grieve on no universal bones, leaving 


no scars. He writes not of the heart but of the glands. 


Until he relearns these things, he will write as though he stood among and 
watched the end of man. I decline to accept the end of man. It is easy enough to 
say that man is immortal simply because he will endure: that when the last 
dingdong of doom has clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging 
tideless in the last red and dying evening, that even then there will still be one 


more sound: that of his puny inexhaustible voice, still talking. 


I refuse to accept this. I believe that man will not merely endure: he will 
prevail. He is immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an 
inexhaustible voice, but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion 
and sacrifice and endurance. The poet's, the writer’s, duty is to write about 
these things. It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by 
reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and pride and compassion 
and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his past. The poet's voice 
need not merely be the record of man, it can be one of the props, the pillars to 


help him endure and prevail. 
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A Strange Chess Pair - Duchamp and Babitz by Ani Gavani 


One of the strangest photographs from a rather bizarre decade, the 1960’s, is 
the pictorial of the elderly French Surréalist Marcel Duchamp and the 
youthful American writer Eve Babitz sitting playing chess at the Pasadena 


Art Museum. 


Duchamp and Babitz playing chess, 1963 


If you have not seen this iconic photograph, I would be surprised. It can 
only mean that neither art nor art history is of interest to you. This unique 
photograph is described by the Smithsonian Archives of American Art as 


being "among the key documentary images of American modern art". 
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The photomontage was taken within a gallery that surrounds the two with 
some of Duchamp’s Surréal art. They sat playing amid the set-up of a 
retrospective showing with pieces of Duchamp's Dada, Surréal and found 
art, that spanned a half century of his artistry — from the 1910's to the 
1960’s. 


By the time the picture of the fully clothed Marcel Duchamp and the naked 
Eve Babitz sitting playing chess was taken, in 1963, Duchamp had been in 
self-imposed retirement ... for want of inspiration and continued 
companionship. He was an old and lonely man. Most of Duchamp’s friends 


had either passed away or moved on to other forms of artistry. 


By the early 1960’s the Surrealist Movement which had begun and 
flourished three decades prior, was not necessarily dead, it was just dormant. 
The main actors such as Duchamp, Man Ray and Dali were not as busy as 
they once were in their youth, and the market for their works was all but 


satiated. 


Following the 1963 Duchamp Retrospective and the renewed artistry of 
personalities like Salavador Dali, the Surréal World would change 


considerably. 


A Surréalist Resurgence was slowly launched and it appears to have been 
inadvertent, coinciding to a great extent with the unbridled sexuality of the 
1960’s. While it may be easy to suggest that Duchamp was responsible for 


this resurgence, in retrospective it was perhaps a young and beautiful woman 
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named Eve that lead the Adams of the Surréalist Movement back into 
Paradise. This perhaps why this photomontage is so unigue for its time. 
Only a handful of pictures were taken by Wasser in the space of a thirty 
minute long chess game. The two chatted while they played. One of things 
they chatted about was Babitz's grandfather the composer Stravinsky and 


Firebirds, and his dalliances with Coco Chanel 


The year 1963 is a rather significant year for the study of Popular Culture in 
the United States. It was the year of the assassination of President John F. 
Kennedy and the suicide of Marilyn Monroe. It was the year of the Mercury 
Astronauts in orbit around the Earth. It was the year that D.H. Lawrence's 
book Lady Chatterly's Lover was deemed to be artistic, not pornographic. It 
is the year that Hugh Heffner's Play Boy Magazine sold like hot cakes. Itis 
the year that Ian Fleming's James Bond appeared on the big screen in 


Goldfinger. Itis the year sexuality burned like a hot prairie fire. 


I think 1963 should also be remembered as the year that a beautiful twenty 
year old Eve woman took off her dress, brassiere and panties and sat proudly 
and defiantly opposite an icon of the Surréalist Movement, playing out a 


surreal game of chess. 


And all the while as the two played with each other the burley and sweating 
workmen brought in the exhibit pieces, smirking to themselves in 
amazement at what they saw. The Gallery Manager, Walter Hopps, was 


nowhere to be seen and did not know this chess game was being played out. 
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Eve Babitz's sexual relationship with the much older Gallery Manager was 


part of the drama. 


Duchamp had met and talked with Walter Hopps before the chess game, but 


met Eve Babitz only moments before the photomontage were taken. 


As they sat together the Frencman Marcel Duchamp had no understanding of 
the motivation of why a young woman would want sit naked and played 
chess with him, perhaps thinking it was une Action Surreale for a Surréal 
Retrospective exhibit. The photography had proposed the idea to the two 
subjects of the photomontage. Duchamp was not aware of the sexual tension 
between the twenty year old Eve and the decade older, and married Walter 
Hopps. Eve loved the idea of the nude chess game, and knew that she would 
be getting under Hopp’s skin while doing something that would bring her 


fame and notoriety. 
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Eve would later admit that ... there was method to her madness. 


- 


ina A 


Duchamp and Hopps discussing the Retrospective Exhibit, 1963 


Marcel Duchamp emphasizing a point, Retrospective, 1963 
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Marcel Duchamp pointing to the Urinal, Retrospective, 1963 


In the early 1960s, Hopps, who was then married to art historian Shirley 
Nielsen, began an affair with the young Eve. Just when it started no one 
knows. Rumor has it that Babitz and Hopps had had sex when she was just 


the age of consent ... 


Eve Babitz, circa 1959 
By 1963 Hopps was also making advances towards Eve’s younger 17-year- 


old sister Miranda, although it appears with less success. It was in the midst 
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of Hopp’s lust for two Babitz girls that Eve played her moves. It was also 


her first brush with sex and notoriety. 


Eve Babitz, circa 1963 


Eve claims that she didn’t receive an invite to the Duchamp’s Retrospective 
opening at the Hotel Green because Walter Hopps’s suspicious wife was in 
town, but Babitz's younger sister Miranda, got to attend. Arrangements 
were made by Hopps for photographer Julian Wasser to drive Miranda to the 
opening. The lothario Julian Wasser was a figurative photographer who 


enjoyed taking pictures of young women. 


Seething with envy towards Hopps, Babitz wanted to take revenge on her 
paramour. Wasser, who was known for taking nude photographs of young 
women, suggested a titillating form of retribution: playing chess in the nude, 


with Duchamp at the museum. 
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Babitz told the Archives of American Art that the proposition seemed “like 
the best idea I'd ever heard in my life....I mean, it was, not only was it 
vengeance, it was art.” Lessening her own inhibitions, perhaps, was the fact 
that Wasser had already shot her naked, at her own command: To stoke 
amorous fires Eve had reguested and Wasser had obliged to take sexy 


snapshots of her to share with men. 


Let deal with a few misconceptions, shall we. It was not of Duchamp’s 
doing that this nude pictorial came about. It was foisted upon Marcel 
Duchamp within the Gallery by both Babitz and the photographer Julian 
Wasser, neither of whom he had met until they walked up to him in the 
gallery, introduced themselves and then proposed the photoshoot. Wasser 


was doing a photo layout of the Duchamp Retrospective for Time Magazine. 


Wasser coordinated the photo shoot without alerting either the museum or 
Duchamp about his intentions. During the chess game, Babitz and Duchamp 
discussed her godfather, Stravinsky, and his famous 1910 suite, The 
Firebird. 


Duchamp won their speed chess games as Wasser clicked his shutter. 
Towards the end of the game, Hopps walked into the gallery and was so 
surprised that his jaw hit the floor. According to Babitz, he began returning 


her calls after the incident. 


Wasser showed Babitz the proofs. She enjoyed them and selected one in 


which she was turned away from the camera, her face obscured by her 
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bobbed hair, for general circulation. At first, she wanted to conceal her 
identity from the public, though she eventually opened up about her 
participation in the famous photograph. Her picture showed conveyed both 


shyness and exhibitionism, a plea for both attention and anonymity. 


Why a game of chess? ... Chess is considered the universal game of the 


Surréalists (oh and the Dadaists as well ... if you insist for distinctions ...) 


Duchamp was famous for many of his art pieces including his submissions 
to the 1913 Amory showing which included four pieces including Nu gui 
Descendant l'Escalier. Today the piece is in the collection of the 
Philadelphia Museum of Art. Wasser used this as a conceptual starting point 
in putting together the photoshoot. 


It was Wasser’s idea to do the nude photoshoot and the both Wasser and 
Babitz foisted the idea on Duchamp of a surreal game of chess. I don't know 


of any seventy-six year old male artist who would turn down such an offer. 


Duchamp himself described what prompted this type of art by him: 


“In 1912 ... the idea of describing the movement of a nude coming 
downstairs while still retaining static visual means to do this, 
particularly interested me. The fact that I had seen chronophotographs 
of fencers in action and horse galloping (what we today call 
stroboscopic photography) gave me the idea for the Nude. It doesn't 


mean that I copied these photographs. The Futurists were also 
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interested in somewhat the same idea, though I was never a Futurist. 
And of course the motion picture with its cinematic technigues was 
developing then too. The whole idea of movement, of speed, was in 


the air”. 


Duchamp, Nu qui Descendant l’ Escalier 


Duchamp is also remembered for doing the Adam and Eve pictorial in 1925 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 131 Fall 2021 


Adam and Eve , Marcel Duchamp & 


Brogna Perlmütter, Man Ray 1925 


At the Retrospective, a table with the chess set was the central piece in one 
of the galleries of the exhibit and it had been intended that Duchamp would 
sit and play chess with visitors to his Retrospective. The artist himself 


would be un tableau vivant. 


Hopps played chess with Duchamp, at the opening of the Retrospective the 
day after the Surréal game with Eve Babitz. This is one of the pictures that 


appeared in the local media of Duchamp playing chess with Hopps.. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 132 Fall 2021 


You have to wonder what Marcel Duchamp was thinking after he won the 


game! 


By the end of the Retrospective Exhibit Marcel Duchamp had fitted together 
all the pieces in the puzzle of Eve Babitz and Walter Hopps. He knew then 
that Eve had played him like a chess piece and that she had been an artist 


and an instigator. 
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But what makes the Retrospective memorable are the photographs that 


Wasser took of the Surréal Chess Game. . 
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Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 134 Fall 2021 


Don't pull too hard ... or I might fall in! 
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Mathematics and Science 
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A Popular Account of Johannes Kepler by Albert Einstein 


In anxious and uncertain times like ours, when it is difficult to find pleasure 
in humanity and the course of human affairs, it is particularly consoling to 
think of such a supreme and guiet man as Kepler. Kepler lived in an age in 
which the reign of law in nature was as yet by no means certain. How great 
must his faith in the existence of natural law have been to give him the 
strength to devote decades of hard and patient work to the empirical 
investigation of planetary motion and the mathematical laws of that motion, 
entirely on his own, supported by no one and understood by very few! If we 
would honour his memory fittingly, we must get as clear a picture as we can 


of his problem and the stages of his solution. 


Copernicus had opened the eyes of the most intelligent to the fact that the 
best way to get a clear grasp of the apparent movements of the planets in the 
heavens was to regard them as movements round the sun conceived as 
stationary. If the planets moved uniformly in circle round the sun, it would 
have been comparatively easy to discover how these movements must look 
from the earth. Since, however, the phenomena to be dealt with were much 
more complicated than that, the task was far harder. First of all, these 
movements had to be determined empirically from the observations of 
Tycho Brahe. Only then did it become possible to think about discovering 


the general laws which these movements satisfy. 


To grasp how difficult a business it was even to determine the actual 


movements round the sun one has to realize the following. One can never 
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really see where a planet really is at any given moment, but only in the 
direction it can be seen just then from the earth, which is itself moving in an 
unknown manner round the sun. The difficulties thus seemed practically 


insurmountable. 


Kepler had to discover a way of bringing order into this chaos. To start with 
he saw that it was necessary to try to find out about the motion of the earth 
itself. This would simply have been impossible if there existed only the sun, 
the earth and the fixed stars, but no other planets. For in that case one 
could ascertain nothing empirically except how the direction of the straight 
sun-earth line changes in the course of the year (apparent movement of the 
sun with reference to the fixed stars). In this way it is possible to discover 
that these sun-earth directions all lay in a plane stationary with reference to 
the fixed stars, at least according to the accuracy of observation achieved in 
those days, when there were no telescopes. By this means it could also be 
ascertained in what manner the line sun-earth revolves round the sun. It 
turned out that the angular velocity of this motion would vary in a regular 
way in the course of the year. But this was not of much use, as it was still 
not known how the distance from the earth to the sun alters in the course of 
the year. Only when these changes were known, could the real shape of the 


earth’s orbit and the manner in which it is described be ascertained. 


Kepler found a marvellous way out of this dilemma. To begin with it 
followed from observations of the sun that the apparent path of the sun 
against the background of the fixed stars differed in speed at different times 


of the year, but that the angular velocity of this movement was always the 
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same at the same time of the astronomical year, and therefore that the speed 
of rotation of the straight line earth-sun was always the same when it pointed 
to the same region of the fixed stars. It was thus legitimate to suppose that 
the earth's orbit was closed, described by the earth in the same way each 
year — which was by no means obvious a priori. For the adherents of the 
Copernican system it was thus as good as certain that this must also apply to 


the orbits of the rest of the planets. 


This certainly made things easier. But how to ascertain the real shape of the 
earth’s orbit? Imagine a brightly shining lantern M somewhere in the plane 
of the orbit. Assume we know that this lantern remains permanently in its 
place and thus forms a kind of fixed triangulation point for determining the 
earth’s orbit, a point which the inhabitants of the earth can take a sight on at 
any time of year. Let this lantern M be further away from the sun than the 
earth. With the help of such a lantern it was possible to determine the 


earth’s orbit in the following way: 


First of all, in every year there comes a moment when the earth E lies 
exactly on the line joining the sun S and the lantern M. If at this moment we 
look from the earth E at the lantern M, our line of sight will coincide with 
the line SM (sun-lantern). Suppose the latter to be marked in the heavens. 
Now imagine the earth in a different position and at a different time. Since 
the sun S and the lantern M can both be seen from the earth, the angle at E in 
the triangle SEM is known. But we also know the direction of SE in relation 
to the fixed stars through direct solar observations, while the direction of the 


line SM in relation to the fixed stars has previously been ascertained once 
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for all. In the triangle SEM we also know the angle at S. Therefore, with 
the base SM arbitrarily laid down on a sheet of paper, we can, in virtue of 
our knowledge of the angles at E and S. construct a triangle SEM. We might 
do this at freguent intervals during the year, each time we should get on our 
piece of paper a position of the earth E with a date attached to it and a 
certain position in relation to the permanently fixed base SM. The earth's 
orbit would therefore be empirically determined, apart from its absolute size, 


of course. 


But, you will say, where did Kepler get his lantern M? His genius and 
nature, benevolent in this case, gave it to him. There was, for example, the 
planet Mars, and the length of the Martian year — i.e., one rotation of Mars 
round the sun — was known. At one point, it may happen that the sun, the 
earth, and Mars lie very nearly on a straight line. This position of Mars 
regularly recurs after one, two, etc., Martian years, as Mars moves in a 
closed orbit. At these known moments, therefore, SM always presents the 
same base, while the earth is always at a different point in its orbit. The 
observations of the sun and Mars at these moments thus constitutes a means 
of determining the true orbit of the earth, as Mars then plays the part of our 
imaginary lantern. Thus it was that Kepler discovered the true shape of the 
earth’s orbit and the way in which the earth describes it, and we who come 


after may well admire and honour him for it. 


Now that the earth's orbit had been empirically determined, the true 
position and length of the line SE at any moment was known, and it was not 


s0 terribly difficult for Kepler to calculate the orbits and motions of the rest 
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of the planets, too, from observations — at least in principle. It was 
nevertheless an immense task, especially considering the state of 


mathematics at the time. 


Now came the second and no less arduous part of Kepler's life-work. The 
orbits were empirically known, but the laws had to be guessed from the 
empirical data. First he had to make a guess at the mathematical nature of 
the curve described by the orbit, and then try it out on a vast assemblages of 
figures. If it did not fit, another hypothesis had to be devised and again 
tested. After a tremendous search, the conjecture that the orbit was an 
ellipse with the sun at one foci was found to fit the facts. Kepler also 
discovered the law governing the variation in speed during one revolution, 
which is that the line between sun-planet sweeps out egual areas in egual 
periods of time. Finally he also discovered that the sguares of the periods of 


revolution round the sun vary as the cubes of the major axes of the ellipse. 


Our admiration for this splendid man is accompanied by another feeling of 
admiration and reverence, the object of which is the mysterious harmony of 
nature into which we are born. The ancients already devised the lines 
exhibiting the simplest conceivable form of regularity. Among these, next to 
the straight line and the circle, the most important were the ellipse and 
hyperbola. We see the last two embodied — at least very nearly so — in the 


orbits of the heavenly bodies. 


It seems that the human mind has first to construct forms independently 


before we can find them in things. Kepler's marvellous achievement is a 
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particularly fine example of the truth that knowledge cannot spring from 
experience alone but only from the comparison of the inventions of the 


intellect with observed facts. 


(A Newspaper article from 1930) 
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History 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 143 Fall 2021 


Carnation 15 by Janos Matou 


[excerpt from Uncensored Magazine, V. 13, n.02, 1963] 
The Reds had a Profumo Scandal Too ... Carnation 15 


Soon after he was assigned to the US Embassy Prague, a young American 
career man dropped into the Ambassador Club for a look at night life in Red 


Czechoslovakia. 


He wasn't disappointed. The nightclub was modern, attractively furnished 
and well stocked with imported booze and domestic dolls. Several pretty 
girls were seated alone at small tables between the bar and the dance floor. 
Other girls were exchanging small talk with well-dressed men, foreigners 


from both sides of the iron curtain. 


As he ordered a drink at the bar, the American heard a babble of languages, 
and accents — English, French, German, Russian, Polish and other tongues 
he could not identify. Then his wandering gaze met the smiling green eyes 


of a gorgeous redhead. 


She was sitting by herself at a small table near the wall. Her full lips were 
moist and inviting. Her skin tight dress of moss green exposed creamy 


shoulders and a spectacular view of full, firm breasts. 


Almost before he realized what he was doing the American was at her table. 
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“Hello,” he said, “do you speak English?” 


“Yes, a little, “a husky voice replied. “My name is Lydia. Would you care 


to join me?” 


Hours later, and somewhat drunk, the American was in the redhead's 
bedroom. Stripped to his shorts he sat at the edge of the bed and babbled 
about Washington while the girl removed her underclothes and placed them 


neatly on the chair. 


“Now remember,” she said with a throaty laugh, “you mustn't tell me 


anything important. I'm an agent of the Secret Police.” 


Though the diplomat thought she was kidding, the sexy redhead told him the 
truth. She was Lydia Lichtenberg-Ungrova, Oueen of the kiss-and-tell girls 
the Czech Secret Service employs to spy on foreigners — and on Communist 


officials as well. 


In her handbag she carried a silver compact with a secret compartment 
behind the mirror. Thus was the hiding place for her identity card, to be used 


only in extreme emergencies. 


The card, green with two red stripes, bore he photo, the official seal of the 


Czech Interior Ministry, and the inscription “Ministry of Interior — L77.” 
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Lydia was agent L77 of the Statni Bezpecnost — State Security Police — 
better known as the STB or “Czech Gestapo.” Beside her official 
identification number, she also had a code name — “Carnation 15.” Why 
fifteen? She was fifteen at the time Lydia was recruited as a sexploitation 


agent!. 


Lydia Lichtenberg-Ungrova was the Christine Keeler of the Warsaw Pact. 
Her Iron Curtain orgies with Czech Cabinet, Ministers, Western Diplomats, 
and Soviet Leaders made London's Profumo Affair look like a Sunday 


picnic. 


Lydia free-wheeling love life exploded a sexpionage scandal that rocked the 
Czech Government, brought roars of rage from the Kremlin, and led to a top 
level purge in the Czech Cabinet, and STB. At least a dozen high 
government officials and secret police officials were jailed. Two high- 


ranking officials were guietly executed. 


But the Communist Press, who highlighted the Profumo Affair, mentioned 
not a word of the Prague Scandal. This story is still a carefully guarded 


secret behind the Iron Curtain. 


Though Christine Keeler was a call-girl accepting money and presents from 
her lovers, she was an amateur at espionage. Though she slept with Soviet 
spy Evgeny Ivanov, and British War Minister John Profumo, almost 
simultaneously, she apparently did not pry any defense secrets from 


Profumo for delivery to Ivanov. 
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The big difference between Christine Keeler and Lydia Ungrova was that 
luscious Lydia was a pro. She knew what she wanted, how to get it and 
what to do with it. She not only lured foreigners into her perfumed trap and 
pumped them dry of information, but she alos outfoxed her own bosses and 


double-crossed the dreaded STB. 


Forced to give her body to the Communist cause Lydia hated the Communist 
and everything they stood for. So she became a double-agent and peddled 


information to both sides in the Cold War. 


The girl who was the become long-stemmed, night blooming “Carnation 15” 
was born Oct. 9 1932 in a working class neighborhood of Prague. Her father 
Anton Lichtenberg, was a construction worker and a minor official of the 


People's (Communist) Party. 


When Soviet troops entered Czechoslovakia in 1945 Lydia's family 
welcomed them. But the girl noted that the “liberators’ looked at her the 


same hungry way the hated Nazis did. 


At 13 she was a fully developed female. She had outgrown her old clothes 
and wartime shortages left no dresses or clothing material available. Her 
shapely legs grew too long for her tight skirts. Her round, firm breasts 


seemed about to burst from her straining blouse. 
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As she returned from school one afternoon in the fall of 1945 she noticed 
two Soviet soldiers following her. One was a sturdy sguare-faced Russian. 


The other was sguat and bowlegged, with Mongol eyes. 


When she walked faster, so did they. Then she started to run, but they 
caught up with her and dragged her into the ruins of a bombed-out building a 
block from her home. After chocking her and punching her to stop her 
screams, they tore off her clothes and raped her repeatedly until she lost 


consciousness. 
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She staggered home an hour later, battered, bleeding and hysterical. Her 
father searched for the rapists, without success. Then he reported the 


incident to the police. 


Afraid of the Russians, the police did nothing. When the angry father kept 
demanding action, he was booted out of the People's Party, and threatened 


with arrest unless he kept his mouth shut. 


From then on, Lydia hated not only the Russians but all Communist officials 


as well. She made up her mind to flee to the West as soon as she could. 


In 1948 the sixteen year old beauty and her brother Frank, 18, tried to escape 
to West Germany. They took a train to Pilsen, then walked to the Bavarian 


border. 


A high barbed wire fence stretched along the German-Czech border as far as 
they could see. Guard towers were stationed at half-mile intervals. Border 
guards with machine-guns and vicious dogs patrolled the open spaces 
between the towers. After dark, spot lights illuminated this Cold War no- 


man’s land. 


Lydia and Frank made their dash to freedom a few minutes after midnight at 
a spot halfway between two guard towers. Waiting until a patrol team 
passed their hiding place in the woods, they emerged from the trees and 


dashed for the fence. 
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They were almost to the barbed wire when Lydia stumbled and fell. As 
Frank stopped to help her sentries in the tower began firing. Fatally 
wounded, he pitched on his face in the dirt. Lydia was holding her dead 


brother in her arms when they arrested her. 


She was taken to a prison in Pilsen, where the guards used her the same way 
the Russian soldiers had. Only this time she was too numb with grief and 


horror to worry about her virtue. 


The next day a tall, crooked nose STB captain called on her. “Take off your 


clothes,” he ordered. 


Believing she was about to be raped again, she obeyed with a shudder of 
disgust. The captain appraised her naked body with an experienced eye and 
ran a cold hand over her flesh. Then he made he walked around the narrow 


cell. She felt like an animal being judged at a country fair. 


Finally the officer seemed satisfied. He was convinced Lydia would be 
perfect bait for a STB sex trap. She was given her choice of sentences — a 
long term in a hard labor prison camp or a life of luxury as a sexpionage 


agent. 
It did not take her long to decide. After guestioning by other STB agents she 


was sent to Gorgau Castle in Bohemia — a medieval fortress that had been 


converted to a modern school for spies. 
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Lydia's class at sexpionage college consisted of about 15 Czech, Polish, 
Hungarian and East German girls 16 to 23. Most of them already spoke 
several different languages. Lydia, for instance, knew some German and 
Russian. She received some short courses on conversational English, French 


and Italian. 


Like fashion models the girls learned how to walk, dress and use cosmetics 
properly. They were also taught how to operate miniature cameras and tape 
recorders, and how to spring a man-trap and how to obtain information while 
making love. There were classes in coding, blackmail, pornographic 


photography and sexual perversion. 


Though Lydia was neither virginal nor a prude, the seduction course both 
shocked and sickened her. Some perversions she had never even heard of 
before, let alone indulged in. But the ‘old whore’ spelled them out with 
charts, diagrams and photographs. Only one was ignored — homosexuality. 


Her turotrs reasoned even she could not seduced a confirmed homo ... 


On graduation she was given a new wardrobe, an STB bankroll and a 
modern apartment in downtown Prague equipped with the latest electronic 
eavesdropping devices: microphones, tape recorders and a movie camera 


was hidden in her bedroom wall. 


Her beat was the Prague nightclub circuit — the East, International, 


Ambassadors, Areal, Barhara and Praha. In all these clubs and hotel bars, 
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she had her pick of lonely foreigners. But most of those she chose were 


selected in advance by her STB superiors. 


Even fellow spies fell for her, not realizing that she too was a secret agent. 


From an Israelis agent she learned of a plan to help 500 Czech Jews escape 


to Israel. The plot was smashed and several Jewish leaders were arrested. 


A French diplomat was kicked out of the country after “Carnation 15’ 
unmasked him as an atom spy who had obtained uranium samples from the 
mines of northern Bohemia. His Czech confederate was executed and 18 


other Czechs got long prison terms. 


When the sexual demands of a Soviet Embassy attaché became too much 
even for Lydia, she decided to get rid of him. She supplied him with a 
young girl, then took pictures of their lovemaking. Next time the Russian 
returned to Moscow on business, she planted the pornographic film in his 
luggage — where it was sure to be found by the KGB — the Soviet Secret 


Police. The romantic Russian never returned to Prague. 


Other orgy scenes filmed by Lydia were used to blackmail Western 
Diplomats and businessmen to spy for the Czechs and Soviets — and to 
incriminate Czech officials and her own STB bosses. Everything she saw, 
heard and did was written in her diaries. She also collected voluminous tape 
recordings from which she gleamed material for her weekly reports to STB 


headguarters. 
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“The night of March 5" I slept with ...... of the British Embassy” one 
typical report began. “He made live to me three times in the normal 
fashion.” Under the influence of vodka he told me about plans for British 
naval maneuvers in the Mediterranean. The following details were 


disclosed. ...” 


She slept with Americans (North and South), Germans (East and West), 
Englishmen, Frenchmen, Italians, Turks, Greeks, Arabs, Scandinavians, 
Cubans, Africans and Asians. Along Prague's Diplomatic Row, Lydia's 


bedroom was known as “United Nations Assembly Hall.” 


Ambassadors and security agents of every foreign embassy in the Czech 
capital knew ‘Carnation 15° was a sexpionage agent. But there were always 
some newly arrived diplomats who did not know — and older hands who 


knew, but did not care. 


“I am sleeping with too many men,” Lydia wrote in one of her diaries. 
“including Captain Rappant (her STB superior), an Iragi General —wealthy 


huso, what a swine! — and a Czech Army major who is a dirty old bastard. 


“He likes to play the “Big Shot’ who knows everything,” she added 
concerning the major, “so I pick up useful information from him. We go to 


bed at my place every Tuesday from 10 a.m. till lunchtime.” 
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On Tuesday morning the major phoned her and asked Lydia to come to his 
place because he had a sprained shoulder and couldn't go out. On his desk 
she saw a pile of Army documents stamped “Top Secret.” So she plied the 
major with brandy and sex until he fell asleep. Then she photographed the 


papers with the miniature camera she always carried in her purse. 


She later sold the film to a Western Intelligence agent. 


Though the STB has strict rules barring fraternization between male and 
female agents, ‘Carnation 15° was plucked by most of her immediate 
superiors. One of these was Major Karel Kassalek, to whose office Lydia 


was for a time assigned. 


Kassalek’s duties include the entertainment of foreign trade delegations, 
especially those from Asia. He maintained what Lydia described as “a free 
brothel for Communist Big Shots.” When Kassalek put her in this brothel to 


entertain North Koreans, Lydia decided to frame the STB social director. 


She made photographs of some 3500 cards in his secret files, sold the 
information to Western Intelligence, then told the STB commander General 
Burda, she suspected Kassalek was a double-agent. Burda quickly 
confirmed there was a security leak in Kassalek’s office. Unable to prove 
Kassalek was a double agent, the general ordered him to sneak into West 


Germany as a refugee and contact other Czechniks there. 
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Kassalek notified the frontier guards when and where he would cross the 
border into West Germany. When he showed up on schedule their turned 


their spotlights and machineguns on him. 


Lydia made this brief notation in her diary; ‘Exit Kassalek.’ 


In 1953 she became pregnant by a Venezuelan diplomat. At least he 
accepted the responsibility. Though he already had a wife and children in 
South America, he offered to take her to Caracas. But Czech authorities 


refused to grant her an exit permit. 


She was sent to the Slovakian town of Banska Bystrica uner STB guard and 
remained there until the Venezuelan was recalled to Caracas, and her 


daughter Nadya was born (Nadya means Hope ...). 


On her return to Prague she was assigned to a new “control office,” Captain 
Frantisek Rappant commander of the STB station on Zhorovska street. A 
sadistic sex pervert, Rappant delighted in beating prisoners until they were 
half-dead. He had a special torture chamber in his police station, with 


padded walls to muffle the screams. 


But Lydia sensed this inhuman brute was a sexual weakling. After their first 


bedroom bout, he was completely dominated by her. 


Rappant was the official procurer for several high placed Communists, 


including a STB Colonel and two Cabinet Ministers who were notorious 
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sexual degenerates. He asked Lydia to help him recruit teenage girls and 


boys for wild orgies held in luxurious apartments maintained by the STB. 


Lydia took films of these revels and recorded every sordid detail in her 


diaries. 


Hardened as she was to degeneracy and double-dealings, the orgies made 
her so disgusted with life she turned to drugs to help her forget what she had 
becomes ... a Madame ... An Egyptian diplomat supplied her with hashish. 
When Rappant heard what was happening, he arrested her and put her into 
Pankrae Prison Hospital for withdrawal treatment. The Egyptian was 


deported. 


Ordinarily this would have been the end of Lydia's career. But she had too 
much on Rappant. He kept her arrest guiet and reinstated her into her old 


job after she was released from Hospital. 


Then he suggested she start to blackmail her lovers for cash as well as 
information. When she refused he threatened to kidnap her daughter Nadya. 


She, in turn, threatened to expose hi debaucheries and shakedowns. 
Rappant backed down. Lydia pretended to forget their guarrel, but reported 


the incident to her Western contacts. Every card and document in Rappant's 


possession was photographed and the film sent to the West. 
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She continued working as a double-agent for several years. If Rappant 
suspected what she was doing, he was afraid to report her. He finally 


decided to get rid of her ‘unofficially.’ 


When Lydia returned home late one night in 1961, a young gunman 
ambushed her in the hallway and fired three shots at her. One bullet grazed 
her thigh, but she was not hurt. Police heard the shots and captured the 
gunman two blocks away. He said he was trying to rob her, but Lydia 


recognized him as one of Rappant’s informers. 


Next day she told Rappant she would quit the STB. If he would arrange her 
discharge and agree to leave her alone, she would not mention his attempt to 


murder her. If not... 


She tossed a bulky envelop on his desk. Rappant opened it and took out a 
pile of photographs. His swarthy face turned completely white. Within 48 
hours she had her discharge ... 


Lydia went to work as a cashier in the Koruna Snack Bar on Wenceslaus 
Square in downtown Prague. She found a new boyfriend Tonda Jemelik. 
He was the best jazz piano player in Prague, but could not work because the 
government frowned on Jazz. Lydia introduced him to friends in the 


Western embassies and he was hired to play the piano for parties there. 


She tried unsuccessfully to get permission to emigrate to the West. Afraid 


she would try to defect or turn double-agent (what she already was) the STB 
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made life hell for her and her jazz performing boyfriend. For added 


insurance, the STB also took away her daughter as a hostage. 


In January 1962, “Carnation 15' prepared her last espionage adventure. She 
turned over all her diaries, recordings and photographs to Western 
Intelligence agents. She retained copies of incriminating evidence against 
Rappant and his orgy pals and placed this photographic evidence in an 


envelope addressed to General Burda, STB commandant. 
On the night of January 26" 1962 she mailed the envelope. 


At 3 o’clock the following morning Lydia and her boyfriend returned to her 
apartment at 14 Ondrickova Street. They had been at a jazz party and had 


been heavily drinking. 


They undressed and went to bed. Shortly before dawn Lydia got up in the 
dark and turned on all four gas jets on her kitchen stove. Then she sat down 
at the kitchen table and lit a cigarette. She could hear her boyfriend fast 
asleep in the other room snoring, and the sound of a neighbor getting ready 


to leave for work. 
She had time for four cigarettes before the gas killed both her and her last 


lover. Too late, Rappant heard of her suicide. He was arrested in her burnt 


out apartment searching frantically for her diaries. 
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Within the next two weeks at least 30 STB agents and government official 
were jailed. Soviet KGB officials rushed to Prague to reorganize the Czech 
security service. Soviet dictator Nikita Khrushchev reshuffled the Czech 


regime. 
This sexpionage scandal was kept from the Czech public, but “Carnation 15' 


had accomplished her final mission. She had gotten what she wanted — 


revenge! 
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Poetry 
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Mountains are Forever by Susan Dale 


The old mountain eyes, open 

When glaciers crushed through creation 
Were yet open when Indian tribes 

Took refuge in their caverns 

But blinking when pioneers 


Brought wagons across mountain trails 


The wise old eyes, closed tight now 

Do not see snow, nor the wildflowers 
Inching up their marble flesh 

But moving beyond” 

until floating amongst mountain clouds 
I turn to look back 

Through six realms of infinity 

And teeter at the precipice 

Of memories and mortality 

To remember the golden nectar 

That dropped on crystal-clear days 

Of measured spaces I thought would last 
Until I lie by the broken pillars 

At the feet of the gods of fate 
Uncounted the smiles that stretched wide 
My untried heart 

My heart to be bitten off and spit out 
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After an epoch beginning from the womb 
Of which I emerged, screaming and kicking 
Solely to propagate the earth 


With open arms did I embrace life 


Life, that snarling, snorting creature 
Panting, prowling, clamouring for time 
Time, with its warm gauze breath 

And spineless shadows 

Growing thin in the hours 


Stretching into tomorrow 


Time, the melting wax and singed wicks 
Of those days I sat 

On the long hands of clocks tick-tocking 
Through lemon-yellow afternoons 


Shining with succulent sun 


But that same, sticky-honey time 

Is running into long abandoned coal-cellars 
Piled with the ashes of yesterday 

Not swept away, 


But lying forgotten and gray 


Dim, misty — the dawn 


When I could no longer see 
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The differentiating line 

Between earth and sky 

And when others see the milky way 

Cresting a crescendo of stars 

I see nets of night 

Hanging in the skies to catch a waning moon 

Creaky mouse sounds run around the corners of my head 
And the luminous rains that sing to violets 

Chill my bones 

Quickly, I turn to the flicker of a shadow 

Jump at a sudden light that slips 

Into the walls behind time 

And know I am two steps away from threadbare guiet 
And the mortality sewn into the hem 

Of every mortal fabric 

We stood beneath it at Calvary 

And see it forever and a thousand times 


Wearing laurels of victory 


Broken from the roots that held me to yesterday 
A tumbleweed lost between dimensions 

Blind, vacuous 

Being swept along by the winds 

Of space, of distance 

Across the wounded earth 


Into a sky I feel heaving with 
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heavy breaths and merciful heart 
To make a place for me 
Amongst myriad moons 


And the long arms of eternity 
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That Feeling by April Chye 


that feeling 

when I'm on the streets drifting 

past strangers past the spoken words past 
the ghosts of a dead girl’s memory where 
an eyelash falls and I unblinking wish 
for a greater existence than one painted 
in crimson, and rained on in 


tears 


when headlights loom 

and I stare into the brilliance of 

its pure light — the scene in my head, where the man turns into satyr 
strikes the girl thrice and walks away, 

fades out into harsh glares as 

flesh meets thought 

with death as a 


dream 


and as a beautiful boy comes in 

with an air that hums with life 

and cares for nothing more than the 

girl of a waxen face and honey-burnt eyes before him and 
I consider this immaculate archetype of a species 


while in retrospect remember something of a 
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flutter in my fingers to say goodbye and 
feel my middle where emptiness now 


resides 


so here lies 

the frame of a soul with fractures that 

might have stitched up at 

another train stop, if trains could veer 

off the track they were made to travel forth 

on and welcome aboard a boy 

with his sun-spersed hands and tender smile but 
we all make our own graves and mine 

has been perfectly placed and perfectly 
preserved up till 


now 


that feeling tells me 
this is what happens before 
a phoenix meets 


flame 
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The New World by Mandi Henderson 


The first tear of the new world breaks through in resounding stillness 
His eyes shimmer as they give their first newfound look out into a birthed 


world 


Following the shadows of spiraling infinites his gaze graces the woman he 


loves: 


His world debuts 


The universe of forever falls away as his existence enters with a resonant 


blast 

The man is the child reverting into a state of foreignness 

His tongue falters in this love language 

The charted map and the known paths reveal their multiplicities 
Brown and green mix in an iris of explosions 


And 


...the second tear of the new world rolls down his cheek 
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The Shape of Things by Jessie Gaynor 


On Smallness 
Timothy Donnelly asked me 
to name something tiny 
and transcribed my answer, 
rock-dust in the pocket 
of a forgotten oxford shirt. 


A place, 


a crumbling lighthouse 


on the Irish Sea. 


A voice, 


a gentle but hardened coyote 


living in Central Park. 
He covered a college-ruled page 
with my blurted responses 


before presenting his final category: 


Something Vast. 
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A cookie? 
A confected catcher’s mitt. 


That vast. 


He would not commit to paper 
my earnest foolishness, 


even when I ventured 


these cookies, from the café just there 
(flustered gesture), 

they are right now 

they’re the widest and 

most unknowable thing 


that does not terrify me. 


And now ... 


the lighthouse moss patch 
instead of the Sea. 

The bandit coyote’s mate, 
who seeks her tortured fellow 
only in the grasses 

above 89th Street, 


only howls to herself. 
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Permutating 


You say 

I lava you 

I livery you 

I Lermontov you 

I Los Lobos you 

I frontal lobe you 

And I am almost certain 
I know what you mean. 
Only the pre-mutated 
declaration folds my face 
into that of a piranha 

or a robot: ignorant 

of probability's scent, 
crisp and bitter. Immune 
to the rush of terror 


flushed pleasure brings. 


You're some kind of polymorph, woman 

through, or through. You're shifting again. 

Your eyes jingling like a pillbox full of straight pins, 
I can only hear them because I'm looking hard. 
You're a worsted tweed for the everyday gentlemen. 
You're a hollowed bird-bone, in repose. 


Sunglasses on the subway—unaffected Verlon—aggressive nonchalance. 
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The Shogun to my shotgun, 
the pillar to my pillory, 
the Odysseus to my oddness. 


Woman ... 
from the moment we know 


we are finished, 


we are ready to begin. 
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There is more to me than blood and bones by Sarah Gackle 


There is more in me than blood and bones, 
More than fibers stretching fibers holding muscle moving joint, 


More than the spark of mind’s fire, snapping synapses. 


There is something deeper than senses. 
Something I call good, 

Something calling back, “not so.” 

I cannot remove it with a simple bloodletting, 
Still it escapes me in spurting streams 

Or rises to the surface of my skin and evaporates, 


surrounding me, then dispersing. 


Yours and mine gather together in a cloud 

That storms and swells, collecting his, hers and theirs. 
We strain our senses under an opaque sky; 

Painted without illumination, 

We cannot see that it is beautiful, 


This why inside my blood and bones. 
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Thirteen Weeks by Deb Couch 


The day is new. 

The thought of you here with us is still new. 

I long to love you like no one ever will 

(I long to know if I can). 

Today you are so slight - just a whisper, a downy flake. 
Your fragile heart, connected to mine. 

But with every rapid beat, 

I love you already. 

Today I don't know the feel of your skin, 

the smell of your hair, 

the sight of your eyes, that will one day be like home to me. 
And yet, I hold you closer now than I ever will. 

I wonder at how this will change. 

I wonder if there will be a day 

(when you're thirteen years old) 

when you look at me dismissively 

and believe that I could never understand you. 

Today you are thirteen weeks. 

I listen to your astounding heartbeat, and I want you to know: 
Closest, close, or far away — 

My love will span the distance. 

For you, always. 


My love will. 
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The Drunken Boat by Artur Rimbaud 


As I was going down impassive Rivers, 

I no longer felt myself guided by haulers: 
Yelping redskins had taken them as targets 
And had nailed them naked to colored stakes. 


I was indifferent to all crews, 
The bearer of Flemish wheat or English cottons 
When with my haulers this uproar stopped 


The Rivers let me go where I wanted. 


Into the furious lashing of the tides 
More heedless than children's brains the other winter 
Iran! And loosened Peninsulas 


Have not undergone a more triumphant hubbub 


The storm blessed my sea vigils 
Lighter than a cork I danced on the waves 
That are called eternal rollers of victims, 


Ten nights, without missing the stupid eye of the lighthouses! 


Sweeter than the flesh of hard apples is to children 
The green water penetrated my hull of fir 
And washed me of spots of blue wine 


And vomit, scattering rudder and grappling-hook 
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And from then on I bathed in the Poem 
Of the Sea, infused with stars and lactescent, 
Devouring the azure verses, where, like a pale elated 


Piece of flotsam, a pensive drowned figure sometimes sinks, 


Where, suddenly dyeing the blueness, delirium 
And slow rhythms under the streaking of daylight, 
Stronger than alcohol, vaster than our Iyres, 


The bitter redness of love ferments! 


I know the skies bursting with lightning, and the waterspouts 
And the surf and the currents, I know the evening, 
And dawn as exalted as a flock of doves 


And at times I have seen what man thought he saw! 


I have seen the low sun spotted with mystic horrors, 
Lighting up, with long violet clots, 
Resembling actors of very ancient dramas, 


The waves rolling far off their quivering of shutters! 


I have dreamed of the green night with dazzled snows 
A kiss slowly rising to the eyes of the sea, 
The circulation of unknown saps, 


And the yellow and blue awakening of singing phosphorous! 
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I followed during pregnant months the swell, 
Like hysterical cows, in its assault on the reefs, 
Without dreaming that the luminous feet of the Marys 


Could constrain the snout of the wheezing Oceans! 


I struck against, you know, unbelievable Floridas 
Mingling with flowers panthers' eyes and human 
Skin! Rainbows stretched like bridal reins 


Under the horizon of the seas to greenish herds! 


I have seen enormous swamps ferment, fish-traps 
Where a whole Leviathan rots in the rushes! 
Avalanches of water in the midst of a calm, 


And the distances cataracting toward the abyss! 


Glaciers, suns of silver, nacreous waves, skies of embers! 
Hideous strands at the end of brown gulfs 
Where giant serpents devoured by bedbugs 


Fall down from gnarled trees with black scent! 


I should have liked to show children those sunfish 
Of the blue wave, the fish of gold, the singing fish. 
— Foam of flowers rocked my drifting 


And ineffable winds winged me at times. 


At times a martyr weary of poles and zones, 
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The sea, whose sob created my gentle roll, 
Brought up to me her dark flowers with yellow suckers 


And I remained, like a woman on her knees... 


Resembling an island tossing on my sides the guarrels 
And droppings of noisy birds with yellow eyes 
And I sailed on, when through my fragile ropes 


Drowned men sank backward to sleep! 


Now I, a boat lost in the foliage of caves, 
Thrown by the storm into the birdless air 
I whose water-drunk carcass would not have been rescued 


By the Monitors and the Hanseatic sailboats; 


Free, smoking, topped with violet fog, 
I who pierced the reddening sky like a wall, 
Bearing, delicious jam for good poets 


Lichens of sunlight and mucus of azure, 


Who ran, spotted with small electric moons, 
A wild plank, escorted by black seahorses, 
When Julys beat down with blows of cudgels 


The ultramarine skies with burning funnels; 


I, who trembled, hearing at fifty leagues off 


The moaning of the Behemoths in heat and the thick Maelstroms, 
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Eternal spinner of the blue immobility 


I miss Europe with its ancient parapets! 


I have seen sidereal archipelagos! and islands 
Whose delirious skies are open to the sea-wanderer: 
—Is it in these bottomless nights that you sleep and exile yourself, 


Million golden birds, o future Vigor? — 


But, in truth, I have wept too much! Dawns are heartbreaking. 
Every moon is atrocious and every sun bitter. 
Acrid love has swollen me with intoxicating torpor 


O let my keel burst! O let me go into the sea! 


If I want a water of Europe, it is the black 
Cold puddle where in the sweet-smelling twilight 
A squatting child full of sadness releases 


A boat as fragile as a May butterfly. 


No longer can I, bathed in your languor, o waves, 
Follow in the wake of the cotton boats, 
Nor cross through the pride of flags and flames, 


Nor swim under the terrible eyes of prison ships. 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physcs and Astronomy 
Vancouver, BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Art 
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West Coast Expressionist Art by Hayeon Choi 
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Pictorials of Henri Matisse with some of his models 


Henri Matisse with model Carla Avogadro, Nice, 1942 
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Henri Matisse with model, Nice, 1949 
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Stop that ... it tickles! 
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Nine Odalisgues by Henri Matisse 


Odalisgue: 1. (n) a female slave or concubine in a harem, especially one in 
the seraglio of the Sultan of Turkey. 

2. An artistic style of representing the female form in the style of a lounging 
woman, especially with an arabesgue theme, and with texture and colors in 


their surroundings. 


$ 50 million odalisgue from the Rockefeller Collection 
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Odalisque in Red Pants — stolen and now returned 


Odalisque, mains dans le dos, 1923 
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Grande Odalisgue a culotte bayadere, 1925, MOMA 
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Lithograph Odalisgue au collier, 1923 
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i Mis A ree STi UNA Wt: eS 


Carmalita, 1904, Museum of Fine Art, Boston 
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arch 


Nu sur Chaise longue, (worth $ 2.4 million) 


Nu demi couché, (worth $ 2 million) 
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A collection of ftne literature, poetry and magazine titles 


Obelisk Press 


Lancouver 


Over one hundred titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Novella 


Love and Happiness in the Time of Covid by Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Chapter One: A Gaggle of Girls 


As I sat to begin writing this book something uplifting happened. We live in 
sad times, if we decide to call them sad times, and trying time if we call 


them so. But they don't necessarily need to be called that. 


I was walking back home from the market with my arms laden with 
groceries when I came across a dozen girls gathered together in a gaggle. 
They were somewhere between thirteen and sixteen in age. It being an 
awkward age it was kind of hard to tell as they cuddled. I could guess it 
must have been one of their birthdays and they felt the need to gather 
together, as girls need to, to celebrate. After many weeks of isolation they 


obviously needed to see their friends. 


As I approached the gaggle their body language tensed and I could tell that 
they had already heard an earful from other people for gathering and not 
“following the social distancing rules” and well... doing what would have 


been normal for them on the birthday of a close friend. 


I could see a lot going on. They were sitting on a bench and then when the 
bench ran out of space they sat on their laps and there were a few towers 
three girls tall ... they were cuddling, as girls need to when they are stressed 


out. 
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As I walked by I smiled and when I said “they were by far the happiest 
people I have seen in months” they let out a collective and very nervous 


giggle. They invited me to stop and chat for a while, which I did. 


Perhaps it was because they wanted to know why I had not been judgmental 
and tell them not to sit so close. Perhaps they were expecting me to yell 
SOCIAL DISTANCING! Indeed, after a few polite words of chit-chat one 


of the more courageous asked me about this. “Why ...” 


And so I told them why. 


As a scientist I had been keeping close tabs on the Covid-19 Pandemic here 
in Canada, and elsewhere in the world. I had been passing some 
recommendations to the Canadian Government, to the Foreign and 
Commonwealth office in London and on occasion to the US State 


Department through the US Ambassador in Canada. 


I explained to them based on what was then known about Covid-19 that as 
girls who had been social distancing and being in their teens they had a very 
small chance of becoming infected by Covid-19 and an even smaller chance 


of ‘succumbing to it.’ 


“Succumbing?” One of the girls asked and before I could explain what it 
meant one of her friends whispered something into her ear and she said 
“Ohhh” with a sad expression on her face. I said “in scientific words it is 


called mortality ...” 
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There was an awkward and perhaps philosophical pause. I broke the silence 


by saying “I bet it someone's birthday!” 
“How did you know?” One of them said. 


And I smiled. “It is obvious that you are not just happy to be together, you 
are happy to be together on your friend’s birthday!” One of the girls blushed 
and I so said “I bet it is your birthday.” 


Sure it was a subtle clue but it worked. She nodded. “How did you know?” 
I smiled and said “I read minds.” They giggled and had a surprised look on 
their face. “Really,” one of them said and the asked “can you tell me what I 
am thinking?” 

“Are you testing me?” I queried back. 


She nodded. 


So I took up their challenge. I played a Houdini mime and after a few 


theatrics I said “It will be your birthday next.” 


She squealed in excitement, jumping off her friend’s lap, rushing to stand in 
front of me. I looked at her and said “I bet it will be your fifteenth 
birthday.” 
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Her jaw fell open. “How did you know?” 


“Didn't I tell you that I read minds?” Before I knew it the girls had all 


bounded up off the bench and were in a circle around me. 


“Tell me my age,” one and then another and another demanded. 


So Itook up the challenge. “Each of you, think of your age and I will read 
your minds.” I got all but two of their ages correct. One I was a year too old 


and then other a year too young, so it kind of averaged out. 


By the time I was finished I was surprised they hadn't figured out how I had 
done this bit of magic. Sitting cuddle together it was hard to sense their age, 
but when they were standing, the girls with hips and the like were past 
thirteen and those without were not. I do art as a past time and have learned 
a thing or two about the human form. The more the hip the more past 


thirteen they were. 

When I had done my little bit of magic I gathered up my grocery and was 
about to be on my way when one of them asked “can you see the future?” 
They all went silent. I turned back at them and said. 


“Yes I can.” 


“And ...” the faces glowed with anticipation. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 204 Fall 2021 


“You will all be gathered here together next year to celebrate your friend’s 
sixteenth birthday.” And off I went on my way, leaving behind me a happy 
gaggle of girls. 


I am really only reasonably good at reading body language ... Minds less so. 
But it is possible to sense the psychology of an individual alone, an 
individual in a group, or the psychology of a group as a whole. Mine is a 
practical or operation understanding of psychology, learned not in university 


courses, but in the only university that matters ... the University of Life. 


I have been remarkably lucky in my life, despite being born under and living 
through personal misfortune. In this book you will hear of some of my 


personal misfortunes. My paternal grandfather had a borrowed expression 


What does not kill you will make you stronger. 


As I took leave of this gaggle of girls I had felt instinctively that I must be 
kind to them and thoughtful as well. They needed to hear from an adult that 
it was fine to gather together and celebrate their girlish rights of passage. 
They needed to know that death would not touch them and they can live out 


a normal life and not be scared of life or worst yet be scarred for life. 
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This is what I mean by Love and Happiness in the Time of Covid. In this 
book I will hopefully lift your spirits by words. And these words will reflect 


the realities of my life and the life of the people around me. 


Itis so easy to feel sorry for ourselves when we go through hardship. Today 
we are all going through hardship — the hardship of the Corona virus Disease 
— 2019 (COVID-19). It is an unprecedented moment in the lives of many 
billions. Covid-19, a nanoscale virus, an all but invisible enemy, is running 
amok through society, bringing death and hardship to countless numbers. 


We are in the midst of a pandemic. 


The worst thing to do at this moment of hardship is to feel sorry for 


ourselves. 


What we are experiencing is as perplexing to our modern scientific age as 
the plague was to the time of Isaac Newton, or turning the clock back a few 
hundred years earlier than the 17" century, to Europe as a whole during the 
15" century. Before the Spanish Flu, one has to go back to the Black Death 
(the Bubonic Plague) of 1346 to find a similarly devastating pandemic. Like 
the many times such hardship has been endured in the past ... war, 
revolution, pestilence, drought, famine and plague, society will survive. So 


too can the individual survive as well. 


We should not feel sorry for ourselves. We should be thinking about more 
than ourselves. It is perhaps best to remember back to what our 


grandparent’s generation went through during their lives — the First World 
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War, the Great Depression, a Second World War and the Cold War to boot! 
Our grandparents endured far more than what we are presently enduring and 


they came through their hardships in a fine way. 


We shall come safely through our generation's latest challenge. 


My background is in science — in physics, mathematics and its many 
applications. One of my pastimes is I host an online internet radio station 
called Radio Free Vancouver. When the first medical reports starting 
coming out about Covid-19 in late fall of 2019 I undertook a scientific 
assessment based on the preliminary data and then declared guite publically 
on RFV that my assessment was that Covid-19 might very well be to our 
generation what the Spanish Flu was to a generation a hundred years ago — 
to the time of when our grandparents were young. From the beginning of 
this Pandemic I sensed that it would be worse than the Hong Kong Flu of the 
1960’s. A little later in this book I will explain why. We can only hope that 
the Covid-19 mortality tally never approaches that of the Spanish Flu. 


The passage of time helps us to put previous pandemics into perspective, 
like the plague during Newton's early life, or that before the Renaissance, or 
the Spanish Influenza of 1918-1920 (which was not of Spanish origin at all 
but came from the Far East) took the lives of a fair percentage of the 


population of the world. 


The Spanish Flu (A/N1H1) afflicted about 500 million people and saw one 


of ten die. There were only 1.8 billion people on earth in 1918 and so you do 
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the math. The Spanish Flu occurred in the aftermath of a world war when 
food and medical distribution had been affected by conflict. The Spanish 
Flu afflicted about one of four people alive then and took the lives of around 
three percent of the population of the world, around 50 million people. This 
is an estimate. Medical records were incomplete at the time and so the 


actual number is still uncertain. 


Despite all that was going on a century ago our grandparents went on with 
their lives. They met, got married, settled down, had children and got on 
with things. They viewed their day to day decisions as a test of their 
character. They were happy to live their lives — lives very much simpler 
than our lives a century later. What they endured was a test of their 


character. 


Our own personal hardship and how we respond to this hardship is a 


test of our character. 


In the period 1918 to 1922 doctors had no idea what it was that was causing 
the pandemic. They had to function pretty much in the dark. They could 
only treat the symptoms, and then most times just barely since the idea of 


social distancing had yet to be suggested. 


Fifteen years after the Spanish Flu the electron microscope was invented and 
scientists finally had the first opportunity to study many types of viruses, 
including the HINI virus that had afflicted so many. The electron 


microscope was invented because even the best optical microscopes could 
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not image the HINI virus. In the 1930's doctors had a chance to review 
their treatment protocols and learn valuable lessons about efficacy in treating 


HINI. In many ways HINI was the first of the modern day pandemics. 


Science has progressed remarkably since the HIN1 pandemic of 1918- 


1922. 


It was learned that the virus originated somewhere in China and found its 
way through Canada, then the US and Europe through some migrant 
workers who had arrived and had taken the trans-Canada railway. It was an 
example as to how clustering and mobility spreads disease. Today we still 
have to confront the issue of clustering and mobility — hence the need for 
social distancing and guarantines. Unlike the Spanish Flu which afflicted 
almost immediately, the Covid-19 virus has the troubling feature that a 
carrier may be asymptotic — they can be afflicted yet not show any 


symptoms. 


That is how the first case of Covid-19 arrived in Canada, the UK, the US and 
elsewhere in the world. Covid-19 originated in or around the city of Wuhan 
in China. My assessment is that the first cases that found its way outside of 
China occurred around the time of the Wuhan Military Games in October 


2019 — but more will be said of this anon. 


We might also remember back to other pandemics such as the Hong Kong 
Flu of 1968 which may have killed between one to four million people 


world-wide during the period 1968 to 1970. Over the past fifty years since 
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the Hong Kong Flu medical science had progressed so that treatments for 
pandemics had improved markedly. We know how to extracted the genome 


of viruses and track their migration and mutation. 


For instance we know as of July 2020 that 85 percent of the Covid-19 cases 
in Vancouver came to this city from Europe — only 5 percent have come here 
from China. I suspect that athletes that attended the Wuhan Military Games 
in October 2019 returned home afflicted with a mild form of the Covid-19 
virus and that the virus not only spread asymptotically but may have mutated 
into a more virulent strain within a matter of mere weeks. The European 
epicenter for this mutation may have been Germany, Spain or Italy. We can 
see that in how the genome for Covid-19 has changed and grown in length. 
The original virus has about 8,000 nucleotides in its RNA. It now has more 


than 30,000 nucleotides in its RNA. 


A lesser known modern day flu pandemic which started in late 1956 and 
continued on through 1958 became known as The Asian Flu (it originated 
from Guizhou China) killed an estimated 1 million people world-wide. 
Each pandemic is different, migrating and mutating in different ways. Some 
afflict the old, like Covid-19, and some the young like the Hong Kong Flu. 
And some afflicted mostly the old and young like the Spanish Flu. During 
both the Hong Kong Flu and the Asian Flu an estimated 33,000 citizens of 
the UK died. In the US an estimated 100,000 people died in both the Hong 
Kong Flu and the Asian Flu. 
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It is worth noting that in 1977 there was a minor flu epidemic that was 
isolated to the northeastern parts of China and would run rampant in Russia. 
It would become known as the Russian Flu and was in some sense 
reminiscent of the Russian Flu of 1889 — 1890 (which killed 13,000 


Americans, and a million people worldwide). 


Pandemics appear to be inevitable and each unique in their own 


character. 


As of the writing of this book the Covid-19 pandemic has infected around 25 
million people with a mortality rate of between 3 to 5 percent. While we 
focus on mortality rates, the recovery rate has been twelve to fifteen times 
higher than the mortality rate. Yet, some forty percent of the people infected 


with Covid-19 are still being treated for their affliction. 


In comparison, the typical seasonal flu has a mortality rate that is one-tenth 
as great as that of Covid-19, about 0.3 percent of the population as a whole. 
In a sense this is a benchmark against which a comparison may be made. 
Each year in the United States, the UK and Canada tens of thousands die 
because of the seasonal flu strains, some of which are remaining virus strains 


from the 1956 and 1968 pandemics. Yet life goes on! 


The only way we can keep Covid-19 from becoming another tragedy on the 
scale of previous pandemics is if we take the knowledge and experience we 
have accumulated from previous pandemics and practice good public policy. 


We need to be wise in what we do and it is important we try to get on with 
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our lives, as best we can. A Lancet article about the Asian and the Hong 


Kong Flu is herein. 


When the girls gathered together for their friends birthday they were being 
wise in their own way. Can you see how? One aspect of this pandemic is 
the effect the pandemic and social distancing is having on the psychology of 


people, especially the most vulnerable. 


They were not being ignorant, they were being wise. I am not saying it is 
good to gather in such gaggles. I am saying it was good to be there for the 
important moments. They instinctively knew that the benefits of celebrating 


their friend’s fifteenth birthday outweigh their risks of catching Covid.19. 
If wisdom is bliss ... it is a folly to be ignorant. 
A Lancet Perspective Article by Mark Honigsbaum 


The Art of Medicine: Revisiting the 1957 and 1968 influenza pandemics 
{Published online by Lancet, 25 May, 2020} 


The virus emerged in China in the winter of 1957 and spread rapidly 
worldwide via ships, aeroplanes, and trains. In April, it sparked a major 
epidemic in Hong Kong, where about 250 000 people were infected, and by 
June India had seen over a million cases. Shortly afterwards, it made landfall 
in the UK, and by September outbreaks were being reported in England, 


Wales, and Scotland. General practitioners were “amazed at the 
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extraordinary infectivity of the disease” and the suddenness with which it 
attacked younger age groups. Yet, while some members of the College of 
General Practitioners called for the UK Government to issue a warning 
about the dangers presented by the virus and coordinate a national response, 
the ministry of health demurred. Instead, the virus was permitted to run its 


course. 


The 1957 outbreak was not caused by a coronavirus—the first human 
coronavirus would not be discovered until 1965— but by an influenza virus. 
However, in 1957, no one could be sure that the virus that had been isolated 
in Hong Kong was a new pandemic strain or simply a descendant of the 


previous 1918—19 pandemic influenza virus. 


The result was that as the UK’s weekly death count mounted, peaking at 
about 600 in the week ending Oct 17, 1957, there were few hysterical tabloid 
newspaper headlines and no calls for social distancing. Instead, the news 
cycle was dominated by the Soviet Union’s launch of Sputnik and the 


aftermath of the fire at the Windscale nuclear reactor in the UK. 


By the time this influenza pandemic—known colloquially at the time as 
“Asian flu” —had concluded the following April, an estimated 20 000 people 
in the UK and 80 000 citizens in the USA were dead. Worldwide, the 
pandemic, sparked by a new H2N2 influenza subtype, would result in more 


than 1 million deaths. 
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The subseguent 1968 influenza pandemic—or “Hong Kong flu” or “Mao 
flu” as some western tabloids dubbed it—would have an even more dramatic 
impact, killing more than 30 000 individuals in the UK and 100 000 people 
in the USA, with half the deaths among individuals younger than 65 years— 
the reverse of COVID-19 deaths in the current pandemic. Yet, while at the 
height of the outbreak in December, 1968, The New York Times described 
the pandemic as “one of the worst in the nation's history”, there were few 


school closures and businesses, for the most, continued to operate as normal. 


The relative unconcern about two of the largest influenza pandemics of the 
20th century—the Encyclopaedia Britannica  estimates that the 1968 
pandemic, due to an H3N2 influenza virus, was responsible for between 1 
million to 4 million deaths globally—presents a marked contrast and, to 
some critics, a rebuke to today’s response to COVID-19 and the heightened 
responses to outbreaks of other novel pathogens, such as avian and swine 
influenza. “When hysteria is rife, we might try some history”, opined Simon 
Jenkins in an article in The Guardian titled “Why I’m taking the coronavirus 
hype with a pinch of salt”. “The [1968] pandemic raged over three years, yet 
is largely forgotten today”, commented The Wall Street Journal, “a 
testament to how societies are now approaching a similar crisis in a much 


different way”. 


The ultimate testament to the supposed stoicism of earlier generations, 
according to this line of thought, is the 1918-19 influenza pandemic, in 


which at least 50 million people worldwide perished, but which resulted in 
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few public monuments and was largely “forgotten” by the collectivity of 


society. 


But were people really more stoical in 1918, 1957, and 1968? Or were there 
other factors that might account for the dampened social and emotional 
responses to these pandemics? And what should historians make of 
functionalist and, arguably, selective readings of history that seek to draw 


moral lessons from the past? 


To answer these guestions it is necessary to understand the origins of the 
modern preoccupation with pandemics. Before the mid-19th century, few 
medical commentators used the term pandemic. That only began to change 
in the 1890s with the arrival of bubonic plague from southern China— what 
became known as the Third Plague Pandemic—and the Russian influenza 
pandemic that broke out in St Petersburg in 1889 and which was seen to 
spread rapidly to Berlin, London, and New York through ship and rail 


connections. 


However, perhaps the crucial factor was the way that Victorian 
epidemiology and the science of vital statistics made the pandemic form of 
influenza “visible” to physicians in the UK who had long been sceptical of 
influenza, then viewed by some as a suspect Italian term for the common 


cold. 


Statistics had long been used in the insurance and annuity businesses, but it 


was only in the 1840s that William Farr, the chief statistician to the General 
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Register Office in the UK, began to use statistics in a systematic way to 
measure variations in the health of populations and the occurrence of 
epidemics. One of the most powerful tools in Farr's kit was the “excess 
death rate”, calculated by subtracting the number of deaths observed during 


an epidemic from the average during nonepidemic seasons. 


In 1847—48, Farr had observed that influenza increased respiratory deaths in 
London by about 5000 compared with non-epidemic years. However, 
because of the difficulty of distinguishing influenza from other respiratory 
diseases, physicians had attributed just 1157 deaths to influenza and the 


remainder to asthma, bronchitis, and pneumonia. 


To persuade doctors of their error, and convince them that influenza ought to 
be taken as seriously as cholera and other notifiable diseases, Farr tabulated 
excess respiratory deaths and made them a regular feature of the annual 
mortality tables. In this way, he thought, statistics would spur sanitary 


reform and “banish panic”. 


What Farr could not have foreseen is that by making the risks presented by 
influenza and other forms of respiratory disease more visible to the medical 
profession, his statistical innovations would have the opposite effect. This 
was partly because it now became possible to measure the intervals between 
the peaks in excess deaths from respiratory diseases and show that influenza 
pandemics occurred in waves, with the second and third waves freguently 


resulting in more severe disease, and more deaths, than the first. 
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Forearmed with this knowledge, medical officers of health could alert 
populations to the pandemic threat ahead of time and issue advice on 
isolation and social distancing measures designed to reduce the peaks or, as 


we would say today, flatten the curve. 


Another crucial factor was the media: thanks to the expansion of telegraphic 
communications and the growth of mass market newspapers in the late 
Victorian period, it now became possible to telegraph news of the spreading 
infection ahead of its arrival, hence The Lancet’s claim in 1890 that “dread” 


of the Russian influenza had been “started by telegraph”. 


Some critics of the UK Government's response to COVID-19 have levelled 
similar charges at today's tabloid press and at disease modellers whose 
initial forecast that, in the absence of suppressive measures, severe acute 
respiratory syndrome coronavirus 2 could result in the deaths of 500 000 
people in the UK has been widely credited with persuading the UK 
Government to reverse course and institute a strict lockdown. But is it really 
necessary, they ask, to risk plunging the UK into an economic depression 
through lockdown measures designed to prevent a wave of mortality given 
that deaths attributed to COVID-19 are broadly in line with those seen in 
previous pandemic years? There was no panic in 1957 and 1968, runs this 


argument, so why the panic today? 


It is questionable whether deaths attributed to COVID-19 are comparable to 
those recorded during previous influenza pandemics, given that between 


March and early May, 2020, alone the UK Office for National Statistics 
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recorded 55 000 excess deaths compared with the same period last year. 
Furthermore, it will not be possible to obtain an accurate accounting of the 
total excess deaths due to COVID-19 in 2020 before 2021 at the earliest and 
by then, assuming a vaccine is not deployed in the meantime, many 
thousands more people will most likely have died 

from COVID-19. However, critics of the UK Government's response are 
perhaps right to point to the role of epidemiology and statistical modelling in 


propagating fear. 


Unlike today, in 1957 epidemiologists did not have the ability to track the 
emergence of a novel pathogen in China— indeed, the initial signal was 
missed by WHO, meaning that the first that influenza experts knew of the 
“Asian flu” pandemic was when The New York Times published the report 
about the outbreak in Hong Kong. In 1957, virologists did not understand 
the genetic mechanisms behind the emergence of new pandemic strains, 
hence the initial confusion as to whether this influenza virus was a variation 


of the HINI influenza virus of 1918. 


More importantly, realising that influenza was usually associated with mild 
or inapparent infections and that guarantines were impractical, public health 
authorities in the USA and the UK made no effort to mitigate the spread of 
the infection by, for instance, introducing border checks or strict isolation 
measures. Nor did governments consider suppressing the basic reproduction 
number to buy time for hospitals and front-line health workers: as Hugh 
Pennington, then a young medical student at St Thomas’ Hospital, London, 


UK, recalled in a recent article in the London Review of Books, this was 
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because intensive care units were not yet established in 1957 and ventilator 
technology was rudimentary. Nor, when the second wave of the pandemic 
arrived in the autumn of 1957, were hospitals overwhelmed by patients. 
Similarly, a review of hospital admissions in Pittsburgh, Baltimore, and New 
York, USA, during the 1968 pandemic found that although patient numbers 
increased by 3%, hospitals coped with the influx. Indeed, the only real 
strategy considered by health authorities in the UK and the USA was 
vaccination, but the vaccines arrived too late in both the 1957 and 1968 


influenza pandemics to make a difference. 


Not everyone was happy with the UK Government's passivity, however. 
“The public seems under the impression that nothing can be done to prevent 
the calamity that is threatened by the advance of influenza in the Far East”, 
argued Dr Kitching in a letter to the BMJ in June, 1957. “On the contrary 
there is a great deal that the Government can do; by acting at once they may 


save hundreds of thousands of lives.” 


But the ministry of health was not listening. Instead, fearing that the press 
would have a field day if it issued a prominent warning about the pandemic, 
it left it to local medical officers of health to decide on the most appropriate 
course of action. “The general assessment seems to be that eventually [the 
influenza] will affect up to 20 percent of the population”, wrote the then 
junior health minister John Vaughan-Morgan. “This is a heaven-sent topic 


for the press during the ‘silly season”. 
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Vaughan-Morgan was right to be concerned about the press’s reaction. At 
the end of July, 1957, the Daily Mail issued a dire warning about a “new 
outbreak of Asian flu” when a I-year-old girl fell ill in Fulham. The 
Guardian surrendered its cool editorial tone for a headline reading: “Crash 


Fight Against Asian “Flu”. 


However, such headlines were the exception and for the most part 
newspapers seem to have behaved responsibly during the pandemic. 
Publishers were also reluctant to be seen to be stoking public fears, a 
reflection perhaps of heightened anxieties due to the Cold War and the 
launch of Sputnik, as well as greater respect for medical experts and 


deference to authority. 


Indeed, Charles Graves, the brother of the novelist Robert Graves, recalled 
how when news of the influenza outbreak reached his publisher, Icon, it put 
the publication of his book Invasion by Virus on hold, citing concerns about 
“frightening the public”. The result was that it was not until 1968 that Icon 
finally agreed to release the title, having been reassured in the meantime that 
influenza in 1957 “was no real killer”. In his book Graves compared the 
1957 and 1968 pandemics to that of the 1918-19 influenza pandemic and 
asked “Could it happen again?” His answer was yes and that the UK had 
been lucky that the recent pandemics had been of a “mild type” of influenza. 
He closed by reassuring readers that history was unlikely to repeat itself 
before 1998, “by which time the medical profession will know a great deal 


more about immunisation that it did in 1918—or does now.” 
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Graves was right on both counts, but wrong to think that better medical 
knowledge of vaccines and statistical modelling would reduce public anxiety 


about pandemics. 


Mark Honigsbaum 


http://www.markhonigsbaum.co.uk/ 

Mark Honigsbaum is a medical historian and author of The Pandemic 
Century: A History of Global Contagion from the Spanish Flu to Covid 19 
(published by W H Allen on June 4, 2020). 


Chapter Two: God Save the Oueen! 


In April 2020 the Rt. Hon. Prime Minister of the United Kingdom was 
hospitalized with a severe case of COVID-19. 


It appeared to be a grim moment for the life of the UK and its brothers and 


sisters in the Commonwealth. That evening a ray of light shone despite the 


grim news. 
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Fig. 1: Her Royal Highness Queen Elizabeth II 


Her Royal Highness Oueen Elizabeth II, who rarely gives public addresses, 
gave an April 5 speech to the United Kingdom on COVID-19 to provide a 


sense of unity and purpose: 


“Tm speaking to you at what I know is an increasingly challenging 
time, a time of disruption in the life of our country, a disruption that 
has brought grief to some, financial difficulties to many, and 
enormous changes to the daily lives of us all. I want to thank everyone 
on the NHS frontline, as well as care workers and those carrying out 
essential roles who selflessly continue their day-to-day duties outside 
the home in support of us all. I’m sure the nation will join me in 


assuring you that what you do is appreciated, and every hour of your 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 222 Fall 2021 


hard work brings us closer to a return to more normal times. I also 
want to thank those of you who are staying at home, thereby helping 
to protect the vulnerable, and sparing many families the pain already 


felt by those who have lost loved ones.” 


“Together we are tackling this disease, and I want to reassure you that 
if we remain united and resolute, then we will overcome it. I hope in 
the years to come everyone will be able to take pride in how they 
responded to this challenge, and those who come after us will say the 
Britons of this generation were as strong as any, that the attributes of 
self-discipline, of guiet, good-humored resolve, and of fellow feeling 
still characterize this country. The pride in who we are is not a part of 


our past, it defines our present and our future.” 


“The moments when the United Kingdom has come together to 
applaud its care and essential workers will be remembered as an 
expression Of our national spirit, and its symbol will be the rainbows 
drawn by children. Across the Commonwealth and around the world, 
we have seen heartwarming stories of people coming together to help 
others, be it through delivering food parcels and medicines, checking 
on neighbors, or converting businesses to help the relief effort. And 
though self-isolating may at times be hard, many people of all faiths 
and of none are discovering that it presents an opportunity to slow 


down, pause and reflect in prayer or meditation.” 
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“It reminds me of the very first broadcast I made in 1940, helped by 
my sister. We as children spoke from here at Windsor to children who 
had been evacuated from their homes and sent away for their own 
safety. Today, once again, many will feel a painful sense of separation 
from their loved ones, but now as then, we know deep down that it is 
the right thing to do. While we have faced challenges before, this one 
is different. This time we join with all nations across the globe in a 
common endeavor. Using the great advances of science and our 
instinctive compassion to heal, we will succeed, and that success will 


belong to every one of us.” 


“We should take comfort that while we may have more still to endure, 


better days will return. “ 


“We will be with our friends again. “ 


“We will be with our families again.” 


“We will meet again. “ 


“But for now, I send my thanks and warmest good wishes to you all.” 


In her speech the Oueen mentioned her address made in 1940 for the BBC 
Children’s hour. Out of curiosity I found and read her October 13", 1940 


address (she was sixteen going on seventeen when she gave this address): 
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Fig. 2: Princess Elizabeth, BBC Children’s Hour, October 13", 1940 


“In wishing you all good evening, I feel that I am speaking to friends 
and companions who have shared with my sister and myself many a 


, 


happy children 's hour.” 


“Thousands of you in this country have had to leave your homes and 
be separated from your fathers and mothers. My sister Margaret Rose 
and I feel so much for you, as we know from experience what it means 
to be away from those you love most of all. To you living in new 
surroundings, we send a message of true sympathy and at the same 
time we would like to thank the kind people who have welcomed you 


to their homes in the country.” 


“AIT of us children who are still at home think continually of our 


friends and relations who have gone overseas, who have travelled 
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thousands of miles to find a wartime home and a kindly welcome in 
Canada, Australia, New Zealand, South Africa and the United States 
of America. My sister and I feel we know guite a lot about these 
countries: our father and mother have so often talked to us of their 
visits to different parts of the world. So it is not difficult for us to 
picture the sort of life you are all leading and to think of all the new 
sights you must be seeing and the adventures you must be having. But 
I am sure that you to are often thinking of the old country. I know you 
won't forget us. It just because we are not forgetting you that I want, 
on behalf of all the children at home, to send you our love and best 


wishes to you and to your kind hosts as well.” 


“Before I finish, I can truthfully say to you all that we children at 
home are full of cheerfulness and courage. We are trying to do all we 
can to help our gallant sailors, soldiers and airmen and we are trying 
too to bear our own share of the danger and sadness of war. We 
know, every one of us, that in the end all will be well, for God will 
care for us and give us victory and peace. And when peace comes, 
remember, it will be for us, the children of today, to make the world of 


tomorrow a better and happier place.” 


“My sister is by my side and we are both going to say goodnight to 


you. Come on, Margaret.” (Margaret: “Goodnight children”). 


“Goodnight, and good luck to you all.” 
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I was concerned in hearing that the Prime Minister of the UK was ill with 
COVID-19. After watching the Queen’s April 5", 2020 address I felt better 
and slept well that night. 


After listening to her inspiring speech I felt a renewed sense of purpose and 


knew we would make it safely through this pandemic. God Save the Queen! 


Chapter Three: The Hong Kong Flu 


I was one of the many millions who came down with Hong Kong Flu. Being 
a young boy I was in fact in grave peril. I am too young to have been 


around during the Asian Flu pandemic of 1957. 


As a young boy I remembered being bed-bound for several weeks during the 
Hong Kong Flu pandemic in the fall of 1968, isolated from family and 
friends, bored of watching daytime movies. I remember the coughing, the 
fever the dehydration and the slow and almost inevitable decline to 
pneumonia. Luckily I survived, partly because of the professional care of 
my uncle Dr. Ed Tworek who was then the chief surgeon at Edmonton 


General Hospital. 


My mother wanted me to stay super warm and so she cranked up the heat 
and our natural gas-fired central air handling unit was filling my bedroom 
with noxious and dusty moist hot air. My uncle the doctor arrived each day 


and insisted I keep my bedroom window open to let the super dry winter air 
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in. Well, that super dry winter air saved my life. It removed the fluids faster 


from my lungs than my struggling little lungs could fill them. 


The following morning I took to standing on my head to empty my lungs of 
fluid for I knew that I needed to do something to keep myself from drowning 
in my own fluids. In the mirror I already had that off blue colour of a dying 


boy. My coughing could have waked the dead. 


One simple thing was the difference between life and death for me and 


that thing was good medical care. 


The only good thing about having been bed-bound with the Hong Kong Flu 
was I missed having to take geometry at school. Our math teacher at the 
time was as old as Fuclid's Elements and gladly he gave me a pass on my 


math mark for that month! 


Others, like my great-grandmother, were not so lucky. She was one of the 
many hundreds of thousands who died during the Hong Kong Flu Pandemic. 
I had met my great-grandmother only once, as a very young boy, two years 
before when I visited Montreal during EXPO ‘ 67. My mother was French 
Canadian and her maternal grandmother was the matriarch of her family. 
My mother grew up in the house in Montreal that my great-grandmother 
lived in. The house was a four story old brownstone with a walk up stairs on 


the outside, like many of the old houses you see in Montreal. 
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When I met my great grandmother in 1967 I found her to be a kind and 
attentive lady. She enjoyed the visits of her extended family, most of all her 
great grand children. She had given birth to three children who together had 
given birth to ten children who had, by the year I met her had given birth to 
a dozen great grand children, of which I was the fourth oldest (a good half- 
dozen more would follow within two years). Yes, we are a large Catholic 


family. 


When she died my great-grandmother was one hundred and four years. She 
was born in 1865, even before Canada became the Dominion of Canada in 
1867, a time when Oueen Victoria still reigned. My great-grandmother was 
a young girl during the Franco-Prussian War, was in her thirties during the 
Boer War at the beginning of the twentieth century, in her fifties during the 
First World War and was in her seventies when the Second World War 
spilled across the world. Even at a hundred and two, when I met her for the 
one and only time, she was clear in mind and in good health. If the Hong 
Kong Flu had not gotten her she would have lived a few more good years, 
perhaps even to one hundred and ten. By the way, her philosophy to a 
healthy old age was a positive outlook to life and a busy and active mind ... 


Mens sana corpus sanum. 


Mens sana corpus sanum ... a healthy mind in a healthy body. 


When I suffered through my boat of Hong Kong Flu I could not stay in bed. 


As a young boy I needed to be up and about. Sure, I was quarantined in my 


room and only ventured forth twice a day to the communal bath room, but 
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even with a stack of books and an old Philips black and white portable 
television, I soon became isolated. With isolation came boredom and with 
the extended boredom came depressions. At the time I did not really know 
what I was experiencing but later in life I would see how depression affected 
other people and I would come to realize its symptoms and the harm it could 


cause to a person’s psyche. 


The best thing I did when I had the Hong Kong Flu was to stay active, to get 


up and move about. 


For severe cases of COVID-19 patients are sedated so that they are 
unconscious. It seems like a severe treatment, but it is a protocol that has 
helped to save many lives. Perhaps it is so that more of a patient’s 
metabolism is available to fight the infection and not used for other mundane 
tasks, like watching television or reading, and the like. Once the patient is 
sedated they are immobile. It seems that one of the basic treatments for 
Covid-19 that improved the efficacy of treatment is not to let the patient lay 
still but to rotate the patient so that their lungs can function and heal 
themselves as best they can. Having gone through my Hong Kong Flu 
experiences I can attest to the efficacy of this treatment for anything that is 


afflicting the good functioning of the human lung. 


I don’t know if I would go so far as to recommend a patient be stood on their 
head to drain out their lungs of fluid — but heh ... it worked for me at the 
worst moment of my affliction to the Hong Kong Flu. Why I thought of 


doing this was something my uncle the doctor told me: 
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We are organic machines made of organic materials. 


Three years ago I became seriously ill with the flu once again to the point 
that I came within mere minutes of dying. My heart was winding down 
...60 beats a minute, then fifty five ... then fifty, then ... well you get the 
picture. I was even in the hospital at the time under observation and no one 
could tell me what could be done. They gave me saline and after six hours I 
was well enough to be sent home. For weeks afterwards my heart had an 
arrhythmia that could best be described as a hiccup. It was eventually 
diagnosed as a premature ventricular contraction ... what is known as a 


PVC. 


A premature ventricular contraction (PVC) is a irregular heartbeat that 
originates in the ventricles and disrupts the heart's normal rhythm. It is an 
early heart beat. The pattern is a normal beat, an extra beat (the PVC), a 
slight pause, then a stronger-than-normal heart beat, which when sever feels 
like a hiccup, but instead of being an involuntary contraction of the 
diaphragm, is instead a super-big contraction of the heart itself! The extra 
strong beat is because the heart fills with more blood during the pause 


following the PVC, giving the subseguent beat so much more extra force. 


This pattern may occur randomly or at definite intervals. When I was ill a 
few years ago when these PVCs started to occur it felt like someone was 
squeezing my heart. The pause after the contraction was also so noticeable 


that I began to wonder whether my heart would stop all together ... I began 
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to wonder if it would start beating again. Time is relative and psychological 


time always seems longer than real time. 


Premature ventricular contractions are some of the most common causes of 
irregular heart rhythms. If you check in your anatomy textbooks you will 
find that the human heartbeat is triggered by an electrical signal that starts in 
the brain and then is sent by a neuron down the spine to the heart. This 
electrical impulse goes to an area of specialized cells in the heart's upper 
right chamber, the right atrium. The electrical signal moves down through 
the heart to the atrioventricular node, a cluster of specialized cells in the 
center of the heart. From the AV node the signal passes along special fibers 
embedded in the heart walls to the ventricles, the lower chambers. When the 
electrical current arrives in the ventricles, it causes them to contract and 


pump oxygen-rich blood out to the body. 


After my most recent brush with death my doctors were unable to sort out 
my heart arrhythmia problem for me, which I found puzzling. In the end I 
had to do this pretty much by myself. Over the past few years I have 
managed to deal with much of my heart arrhythmia but subseguent to my 
most recent illness, when I am super-stressed I still sometime develop these 


annoying ‘hiccups’ of the heart. 


Medical Doctors are finding that many patients who survive Covid-19 


have ongoing heart issues, including heart arrhythmia. 
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In short order I will share with you some of the strategies that I have used to 
treat my heart arrhythmia and to help strengthen my heart. I have found 
certain lifestyle choices make a difference. I have also started to take 
vitamins and certain minerals. It was only when one of my neighbors, Liz 
who is a nutritionist, gave me some advice. Before you try anything make 
sure you have talked it over with a medical health practitioner like your 


doctor, a nurse or a nutritionist. 


Chapter Four: An Existential Threat 


You have to love life to survive existential threats to your existence. Wars, 
revolutions, droughts, famine and plague are such existential threats. The 
Covid-19 Pandemic is an existential threat to many billions of people. For 
many billions of humans this is also their first existential threat they have 


experienced. 


I have survived many existential threats to my very being over my life time. 
Even before I was born I was near death. The time I was in my mother's 
belly and there was a problem with RH incompatibility, or when she was 
prescribed thalidomide to deal with her problem pregnancy — she had 
morning sickness for weeks and weeks — fortunately she threw the drug 


away after only one or two tablets. 


How when I was born and the obstetrician delivering me out from that oh so 


narrow opening that a natural birth provides pulled a bit too hard with the 
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forceps and well, did a number on my neck so that for the first few weeks of 


my life I could not turn my head nor even lift it up off my little pillow. 


How for a good minute after I finally popped out I refused to breath and how 
the obstetrician who delivered me (the same uncle who would later treat me 
for my Hong Kong Flu) had to give me a giant whack to my backside — for 
which I bopped him in the face with my fist (for the rest of his life every 


time he saw me he would ask “how's slugger?”). 


How, because my mother was so weak from my delivery she could not nurse 
me and so several women step forward to wet nurse me including an aunt 
who had just given birth to a daughter (she would sit in the neo-natal ward 
with her daughter at one breast and me at the other), and how several 
Catholic nurses in the hospital (this being arranged by my Catholic Aunt 
unbeknownst to my uncle). Many years later I would be told that more than 
one of my wet nurses were in fact Catholic nuns who — vow aside — knew 
this as a graceful way to serve their God and their faith. I owe these kind 
women my life — many years later in one of my poems I would write God 


created women’s breasts to make us men envious. 


Then I once chocked on some food and was saved by a giant whack to my 


back by my mother. The following year there would be the Hong Kong Flu. 


How when I was in my twenties I would hurt my neck and spine rather 
badly, almost killing myself saving the life of a young officer cadet. At the 


time I was the youngest naval officer in Canada and one of the youngest 
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naval officers serving with any N.A.T.O. navies. We were at sea off the 
coast of British Columbia aboard HMCS Ou Apelle sailing in company with 
HMCS McKenzie doing a jack-stay transfer when it went all wrong and I 
had to intervene, anchoring a force that four or five other men should have 
been holding, to save the man’s life. In doing so I crushed my spine. When 
it was safe to let go of the hawser I crumbled to the deck like a raggety-andy 
and struck my head on the deck plates cracking both my skull and my spine. 
The last thing I remembered was the deck officer screaming in my face and 


the Captain of Qu’Appelle ordering him to stand down. 


It was not an accident what happened that day. The officer cadets were from 
Quebec and the deck officer hated French-Canadians. Since I was a 
bilingual boy from Alberta I was attached to this cohort of officer cadets as a 


liaison of sorts. 


The deck officer was found negligent for what happened that day and left the 
Royal Canadian Navy not soon afterwards. I was forced to leave the RCN 
because of the severity of my injuries. I have never received compensation 


for my injuries. 


I spent the next two years learning how to walk again as an out-patient basis 
at the hospital of the university I was an undergraduate at. This injury 
robbed me of a normal and active life. Fortunate for me I had my friend 
Julia who was going through med school at the time and she helped me 
understand what was happened to my damaged body. I have lived with this 


injury as best as I can for all my adult life. It turns out that the first injury to 
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my neck, from the day I came into the world, was what saved my life two 
decades later, for it seems that side of my neck was abnormally strong 


because of the shape of the vertebrae. 


but I will share with you that every day since I have been in chronic pain. I 
have learned that the only way to overcome chronic pain is to find ways to 
stay in constant pleasure. Deep down I am both a hedonist and a Dadaist ... 
which makes for an interesting life style as you can imagine. But this is a 


story for another day ... 


The spine is the structure which the rest of our body is held up, aligned and 
controlled (i.e. the spinal cord). The nerves to the heart and other major 
organs are distributed by the spine. When you pinch or irritate a nerve it 
affects the body systems the nerves are connected to. I damaged Cl to C& 
as well as the lower lumbar region of my spine. As it would happen most of 
the major organs in our upper body have nerves that leave the spine 
somewhere between C1 and C7. Those organs include the heart, the lungs 


and the major organs related to the digestive system. Hells bells ... 


To make matters worse, my own family ignored or downplayed the nature 
and severity of my injuries for reasons beyond my comprehension. Sure it 
was the early 1980’s and there was a major downturn. Sure my father had 
lost a prestigious position with an engineering firm he had help become 
prosperous. Sure the family had to struggle through a few years of financial 
hardship and uncertainty ... but money is just money, while life is life. 


There is a world of difference between money and life itself! It was a very 
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difficult time for me but thank goodness that my grandfather and my friend 


Julia were there for me. 


Then four years after this my 85 year old grandfather had a heart attack on 
Christmas Eve and suffered hypoxia and while he lingered on in the hospital 
for eleven months he was never the same man ever again. My grandfather 
was waiting curbside near his apartment to be picked up for Christmas Eve 
dinner by my narcissistic and somewhat arrogant brother who dawdled 
doing something he thought was more important than looking after his 
grandfather. I pleaded to let me go pick my grandfather up but my brother 
refused to hand over the keys to the family car and the more I insisted we go 


the longer he took to go get my elderly grandfather. 


When he finally arrived he found my grandfather face down on the sidewalk 
and had to give him CPR until the paramedics arrived. Then my brother 
went to pieces and it was left to me to go to the hospital and sit bedside and 
hold my grandfather’s hand while he struggled to make it through to 
Christmas Day. At the time my parents were away visiting my maternal 


grandmother. 


In the middle of the night the doctor came and consulted with me about 
whether they should resuscitate my grandfather if he had another heart 
attack. The doctor was surprised he had survived so long and it was evident 
that they had moved him into a private room not expecting him to survive 


the night. He was being provided palliative care. But my grandfather was a 
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hearty Pole and I turned to the doctor and said “He has suffered so much. 


99 


His fate is in God” hand now, not mine. 


I felt my grandfather squeeze my hand. He would linger for eleven more 


months. 


As I write this book I remember when in the midst of the worse of my Hong 
Kong Flu my grandfather, who was in his sixties at the time, would come 
and visit me, even sometimes swinging by the hospital to pick up my uncle 
the doctor. My grandfather was a brave man and was not afraid of coming 
down with the Hong Kong Flu. As a teenager he had come down with the 
Spanish Flu and had survived, no more worst for wear, while a considerable 
number of people in the corner of Poland he lived in at the time were not so 
lucky. His parents, my great grandparents, had survived the Russian 
pandemic of 1898. I think, apart from my mother, grandfather and uncle, no 
one else in immediate family spent so much time looking after me in 1968. 
My paternal grandmother had heart disease and so she helped out through 
her cooking. From her stove came twice a week a hearty pot of chicken 


soup. 


I remember vividly and with great fondness sitting at my bedroom window, 
with it open, breathing in the cold crisp night air while I ate a bowl of her 
chicken soup with crackers. I would sometime do this in the middle of the 
night, with the lights out, hoping to catch a glimpse of the moon or some 


stars up in the sky. I once feel asleep under the window and awoke in the 
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early morning to find my nose and ear lobes tingling in the cold. But my 


lungs they were clear. The dry winter air had done its job. 


When I was recovering from my later neck and back injury I had to be 
careful about coughing, which when you have latent asthma is very hard to 
do. So I once again took to sleeping with my window partly open, even in 
the middle of winter, and well ... I continue to do this to this very day. I 
now live in a rental apartment and I keep the sliding door ajar all year round. 
My asthma seems to endure cold air better than hot air. Sometimes my nose 
and ear lobes tingle in the cold morning. At night if it is too cold I pull my 
comforter or blanket up over my face just enough to allow a mix of my body 
heat with fresh air to keep things tolerable. In the morning when I get up I 
usually have a coughing fit to clear my lungs of phlegm. I usually do some 
stretching exercises which I have borrowed by the New York City Ballet 
exercise video either before or during my coughing fit. The two evolutions 


tend to balance the effect of the other. 


As you have probably realized, I have lived at death’s door for most of my 
adult life so existential threats do not really bother me. I am not afraid of 
dying. When you are dead you do not feel pain. Iam more afraid of leading 
an infirmed or disabled life. I hope that I get through the COVID-19 


pandemic without disability. 


The COVID-19 pandemic is really not about the individual. As an 
individual I cannot put myself ahead of the community as a whole. The 


existential threat society is presently going through is not just one that 
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relates to the individual, but to entire communities, countries and perhaps 
even a way of life. How long the Covid-19 pandemic will take to fade away 
and the long-term effects it will have on society as a whole, are too early to 


know. 


Let us contemplate three scenarios, setting the Spanish Flu Pandemic as a 


possible “worst case scenario.” 


Just as different people have their own unique traits; different societies have 
different capacities to survive existential stresses. I am fortunate to live in a 
democratic country in the English Speaking world. I live in a 
Commonwealth country with a Parliamentary system. It is not the 
wealthiest of English speaking countries, but it is not by far the poorest 
either. There is a sense of community going into this Pandemic, but it is a 


necessary question to ask how long that sense of community will continue. 


As it happened the last Federal election a few years back saw a minority 
Parliament elected. This means that Parliament ultimately holds sway and 
not a handful of Cabinet Ministers. In a time of national emergency it is 
almost a given that emergency powers are enacted by Cabinet. In the Covid- 
19 pandemic response by Canada’s Parliament the measures, which includes 
public spending, are supreme confidence measures, for without the support 


of a significant number of opposition members, the Government would fall. 


If the Canadian Government fell on a budget or confidence matter, given the 


present and rather unique existential stress to Canada presented by Covid-19, 
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it is not a given that we would immediately and necessarily go to a Federal 
election. An election would stress social distancing and probably cause a 


second wave of infections and mortality. 


It is possible that the Governor General of Canada would either ask the 
Opposition to form a Government, or perhaps even ask the House to Govern 


itself by selecting an interim Cabinet. 


This is an evolving part of the story here in Canada. An added twist is the 
Government of the Province I live in, British Columbia, also has a minority 
government held together by a coalition of two parties, and a plurality of one 


seat. 


Chapter Five: Chicken Man 


It is interesting how during times of great personal stress how normally 


inconsequential things take on greater significance. 


Vancouver is an expensive city to live in, one of the most expensive in North 
America. It is perhaps because the city is so beautiful and the lifestyle so 
laid back that it is a popular place. A little over a decade ago the United 
Nations polled people and found that 60 percent of the world thought living 
in Canada to be the best place to live of all countries. The same year, or 
thereabouts, the Canadian Government asked Canadians the question where 
they would like to live in Canada and some sixty percent said Vancouver — 


ergo 36 percent of the world’s population suggested that Vancouver was a 
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preferred place to reside. Once again, you do the math. Vancouver is not 


merely a fine place to live, it is also a fine holiday destination. 


What does this have to do with the fact that Vancouver is one of the most 
expensive in North America? For the same reason it is also three square 
meals away from total chaos. Unlike much of Canada that has open lines of 
communications and robust chains of supply, the transportation of food, fuel 


and staples to Vancouver is rather easy to set out of kilter, or disrupt. 


A half decade ago in the middle of a major snow storm all fuel delivers to 
Vancouver ceased and the price of gasoline spiked, as did the patience of 
many Vancouver drivers. When the Covid-10 Pandemic was declared there 
was a period of time when panic buying began to empty the shelves of 
grocery and convenience stores and people even began to fight among 


themselves as some hording began. 


While hording was not wide spread in Vancouver but it was still common 
enough in the early weeks of the crisis to be noticed and to have its more 
ugly side. One of my colleagues, an outspoken gentleman of Irish heritage, 
was in a grocery store shopping when he saw a man hording chicken at a 
meat counter, filling his buggy with package after package after package of 
chicken, while an elderly lady tried her best to snag one package before he 
took them all. The big bully of the man had put himself between the lady 


and the meat counter and would not let her pick up a package of chicken. 
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My friend walked up to the bully, pushed him out of the way and told him to 
“stop hording the chicken.” My friend then reached down and picked up a 
package and gave the elderly woman a package of chicken. When the big 
bully of the man took offense to this, my Irish friend told him “let's go at it 


right here and now over the chicken.” 


Now the bully of the man was twice as massive as my friend (and so I am 
told) and would have knocked his block squarely off his shoulders, and they 
would have gone at it, then and there, were it not for the elderly woman who 
came to my friend’s defence by calling over the store manager with a 
suitable explanation. The manager, a woman in her thirties, told the bully of 
a man he will not be able to purchase the chicken he was hording and asked 
him to leave her store. He told her to go to hell and so she took up her cell 
phone which she had in her hand and dialed zero and when the operator 
came on asked ‘Vancouver Police please!’ The bully of a man 


disappeared in a flash. 


My Irish friend gained a friend for life in the way of the elderly women and I 
understand that whenever they happen upon each other in the marketplace it 
is a moment for polite chit chat for them both. She has told him that before 
the chicken incident she felt scared, alone and forgotten and after it she felt 


safe, visible and acknowledged. 


When my friend told me this story I teased my Irish friend by calling him 
‘chicken man’ for the reason of the double-entendre — but rest assured he is 


anything but! 
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Within minutes of the chicken incidence signs started to appear in this store 
how patrons would be allowed only one or two purchases of certain limited 
products — all at the discretion of the store manager. This incident occurred 
in one of the stores in Vancouver of a major food chain and so in short order 
similar signs started to appear in all the stores of the chain. Within less than 
a week similar signs appeared throughout the city. The signs spread like an 
infection ... I would be interested to know how common hording was here in 


Vncouver during the height of the pandemic. 


I myself only witnessed attempts at hording twice in recent months and they 
were of women trying to horde mounds of toilet paper. One woman had a 
large family, (some of her kids were with her at the store) and so they gave 
her a pass, and the other argued in the most inane and absurd fashion for 
“her rights,” and ended up be told to leave the store in a huff, and empty 
handed. 


Strangely enough — one of the items that was being horded in 


Vancouver was toilet paper. 


At one point toilet paper was so scarce the price was twice the normal. So 
next went the tissue paper .... I myself decided to keep a spare package of 
toilet paper at hand and being a consummate shopper only purchase it when 
it was offered at a normal price, which coincided with mid-week delivery 
days at stores. This brought to mind another of my grandfather's borrowed 


expressions. 
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The early bird gets the worm! 


Early on in this crisis it became evident that the lives of the elderly and the 
more vulnerable became problematic and so stores around Vancouver set 
aside one or two mornings a week just for the elderly or the more vulnerable 
where they could shop for food and not run the added risk of interacting with 
people who might be carriers of the virus: the more vulnerable means 
patients with health issues, expectant mothers and parents with young 


families. 


This I thought was a wonderful idea and an expression of the Love and 


Happiness we should feel for others. 


Sometimes it is the small things that take on greater significance. I live in an 
apartment building with an elevator. Whenever I am taking the elevator by 
myself and it stops at a floor that has a mother and her children waiting, or 
one of my elderly neighbors waiting, I always step out of the elevator and 
ask them to take it and say “I will wait for the next one.” I also do this for 
the women in our building as well (yes ... it is the officer and gentleman in 


me). 


I am never in such a hurry as to not help out others, even if it is in simply, as 
in the way of a polite gesture. Politeness is the cornerstone of a civilized 


society. What I receive in return for my politeness is a happy smile and the 
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knowledge that this is seen as a gesture of kindness. It lifts the spirits of 


others. 


During times of crisis it is important that we look out for the safety and 


wellbeing of others, particularly the elderly and the vulnerable. 


In a free market economy where supply and demand determine the price of 
things, some items became expensive overnight beginning in February 2020, 
and some food items such as sushi (a staple of Vancouverites) disappeared 
from stores entirely. It has only been recently that sushi is returning to the 
stores, a sign of sorts that the worse of the Covid-19 pandemic may be 
behind us here in Vancouver. The little sushi restaurants have remained 
closed for months now in Vancouver and some are being to reopen. Many 
will have been forced to close their doors for ever because of the financial 


fallout from Covid-19. 


Chapter Six: How COVID-19 Came to Canada 


Covid-19 began its migration across Canada in the middle of the winter. 
Day one for the Pandemic’s inexorable climb in numbers in Canada was on 
or about the 19" of February 2020, which was several months after Covid-19 
started to appear in great numbers elsewhere. As early as December 2019 
was around the time I started to provide advice to the Government of Canada 


about this COVID-19. 
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One of the things in the news at the time was the expatriate Canadians in 
China and in particular Hubei Province and Wuhan City in China. By early 
December 2019 Wuhan City had been declared the epicenter of the Covid- 
19 outbreak in China. 


There were several hundred Canadians who were visiting or working in 
Hubei Province and Wuhan City at or near the epicenter at the time. The 
guestion was, what should be done for these expats or visiting Chinese. I 
made the recommendation to ask them to stay in place and for the Canadian 
Government to make arrangements to provide what they needed through 
deliveries of care packages and other provisions. I also made the 
recommendation to look at shutting down air traffic into Canada from major 


travels nodes, including nodes from Europe. 


It was evident to me at even this early point in the crisis that things would 
get much worse before they would become better and that it was necessary 
to deal with issues of clustering and of mobility. In the modern age, with air 
traffic being universal and easy to accomplish that a virus like Covid-19 
would quickly spread because of air traffic. And indeed this is what 


happened. 


The first confirmed cases of Covid-19 were brought into Canada by air 
travelers into Canada from abroad. The first confirmed cases came not from 


points West from China, they came from points East, Europe and Iran. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 247 Fall 2021 


At the time the Canadian Government made an error that in hind sight 
appears understandable. They became fixated on the possibility that air 
travelers from China would bring the Covid-19 virus into Canada. It is 
understandable because a city in China, Wuhan, was the declared epicenter 


of the pandemic. 


Many of the confirmed Covid-19 cases into Canada arrived with air 


travelers from Europe and not from China. 


But in hind sight I do not understand why it was not evident to the 
Government of Canada the unigue role that the Wuhan Military Games may 
have played in inadvertently spreading the Covid-19 virus to other regions of 


the world like Europe starting as early as October 2019. 


As a matter of public record it is necessary that a full accounting of the 
health history and the networking of all Wuhan Military Games participants 
be included in any public review of the Covid-19 pandemic. Here in Canada 
it is evident that the infection spread asymptotically through a statistically 
significant numbers of Canadian Armed Forces Personnel, including some 


who later assisted in rather unique Covid-19 relief efforts in Central Canada. 


Chapter Seven: Lost from Us Forever ... but not Forgotten 


Over the past few months I have lost touch with an elderly gentleman who 
was in his eighties. We would from time to time happen upon each other 


waiting for a bus or would sit for coffee some Saturday morning at the local 
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market. He is a man who enjoyed sharing his interesting life stories with 
others. I suspect he now to is counted among the sad vital statistics of this 


Pandemic. 


Gary MaCrae grew up in Victoria, BC and went down to San Francisco to 
go to art school. He had been a friend and was mentored by Frank Lloyd 
Wright Along the way he crossed paths with the likes of beatniks Jack 
Kerouac (the author of On the Road), and the infamous Paddy O. Sullivan (if 
you don't know who this is I will let you find out for yourself) and unigue 
characters like Count Michael von Meyer who was chased out of his estate 
home in St. Petersburg by the Bolsheviks in 1919 and clear across Russia on 
the trans-Siberian railroad tumbling first into the opium dens of 1930's 
Shanghai, buying his way out of Soviet Russia and into a artistic life in San 
Francisco ...a voyage through life paid for by his unigue collection of 


Fabergé eggs, diamond jewelry and gold bric-a -brag. 


If Gary MaCrae has been lost from us forever, at the very least he should not 
be forgotten. Here is a short story titled Roses from Mexico City that he 
submitted that was published in a fall 2019 edition of Pen & Pencil 


Magazine. 


Roses of Mexico City by Gary McCrae 


During the early 1960’s, this city the ancient capital of Mexico was in the 


throes of expansion. A population of eight million destined to overflow to 


24 million by the mid-1990’s. 
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The metro is built upon the old city of the Aztecs — a very slow process for 
artifacts — whole palaces and ancient temples are being unearthed which 


adds to the archeology of this magnificent and intriguing city. 


Over the foundation of the largest Aztec pyramids had been built the grand 
Roman Catholic Cathedral on the plaza known as the Z6calo. This area was 
also bordered by the Presidential palace — the Municipal Council and the 
balconied town houses of the Colonial aristocracy. Southeast of this great 
plaza and behind this immediate area lay the huge wholesale market place 
La Merced, where fresh vegetables and flowers were brought in from the 


vast countryside of Mexico. 


This large metropolis now known as Mexico City had since 500 A.D. been 
known as Teotihucéan, and then had a population of 100,000 people 
sprawled over twelve sguare kilometers, an area even larger than Imperial 


Rome. 


The Toltecs took over from the Teotihucéans, followed by the Tepanecas 
and it was they who allowed the Aztecs that had migrated down from the 
north to settle in what is now known as the Chapultepec district. This 
district of Mexico City is now situated at the end of the Reform boulevard 


situated down from the Alameda. 


From this area they had been subdued and then removed by a neighboring 


tribe. The Aztecs fled to an island south called Tenochtitlan and their 
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settlement there in 1325 is now considered the official founding date for 
Mexico City. Eventually the Aztecs tied this island with an irrigation canal 


back to the district originally settled in Chapultepec. 


My first introduction to this ancient city was by plane on an early January 
evening with a myriad of sparkling lights below. Upon landing we were 
driven through the teeming streets of Mexico City with vibrant humanity 
overflowing from all around. Ensconced at the El Presidente luxury hotel 
on the Alameda with a Diego Rivera mural overlooking the main lobby, this 
was an ideal place to set out, explore and discover this tantalizing Colonial 


city. 


First on the agenda, which was the reason that drew me first to visit Mexico 
City, was a visit to the University of Mexico City. A few years earlier a 
wonderful offer had come my way which encompassed sending me to 
University for extended study of the history and arts for this area of the 
Universe. This offer was one I had never taken up and I was now anxious to 
visit and cover the campus. I had recently graduated from the world famous 
Rudolph Schaeffer School of Color in San Francisco and the recently 


attained knowledge would open up new vistas for me. 


A few days later after my arrival and a visit to the grand floating gardens 
south of the city left over from the ancient Aztec civilization, I acquired 
from the hotel directions for going out to the University. This had sounded 
all very easy when the hotel had directed me to stand along the Alameda and 


step on a bus which would take me directly to the University. Upon 
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standing for half an hour, I realized that all the buses coming I could not 


differentiate one from the next on the arrival of the continuing buses. 


Hearing a young couple conversing in English, I stepped over and enguired 
if they could help me on which specific bus I should get on, but they were no 
help to me, as they were not familiar with the local numbered buses. 
Whereupon I saw a bus coming which seemed like the one I had been 
waiting for. As I readied myself for boarding I felt someone tap me on the 
shoulder and heard a voice saying — ‘excuse me Sénor, this is your bus to the 
University.” Looking around I saw a lovely Senorita with extremely large 
dark eyes milling at me. I thanked her and proceeded to board the bus and 
immediately realized I could not figure out how much the fare would be. 
Instantly money was put in front of me, from behind me, and the same voice 


saying “it was all taken care of Sénor.’ 


The same Senorita was smiling beside me and I wished to immediately 


reimburse her, but she wouldn't take my money. 


This was my introduction to Nora, for it was her way of getting to know me, 
and so we proceeded to sit and talk and the lengthy way out to the University 
of Mexico. This young lady had studied at the University's school of 
languages and was an interpreter at the Hotel Alameda owned and operated 
by the Westin Hotel chain. She spoke fluent English and this gave her an 
excellent opportunity to offer me a sightseeing synopsis, when we arrived at 
the University. Of course I accepted and we had a most enjoyable afternoon 


going back and forth on the campus, admiring the grand mosaics on the tall 
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towers and the lower buildings. It then became time for me to return 
downtown and she also decided to ride back downtown having long 
forgotten the reason why she to come out originally to the University. So we 
had another good visit to the old city near the old Presidential Palace and to 
show her my appreciation I invited her, and her sister (as chaperone) to join 
me that same evening for dinner. My invitation was accepted and we would 


meet at my hotel, which was conveniently situated. 


In those years my wardrobe consisted of some beautiful and handsome suits 
which had been custom made for me in San Francisco (I should perhaps tell 
you I had bright red hair at the time). For that evening, I selected one of 
them in dark midnight blue, in beautiful fine wool serge bordering on 
cashmere; a perfect suit for dining out late evening in Mexico City. When 
the two sisters arrived they were both dressed elegantly. Nora herself had on 
a beautiful wool evening suit in deep grey trimmed with the black silky hide 
of the unborn café covering the front of her jacket — softer and finer looking 
than any velvet fabric. This was still legal in Mexico for the mother cow 
had to be killed to obtain the unborn calf, and it is not legal to be used or 
sold in the United States. We discussed various places for dinner and they 
both hoped we could all go to the Hotel Isabella, which was the most elegant 
hotel and the place for the haute culture people of Mexico City to be seen in. 
I already having knowledge of this ... but this didn’t appeal to me, so I 
asked the sisters if they knew of a real and authentic restaurant nearby which 
served the fine cuisine of Mexico. Immediately ‘Si’ was there response as 
their father had recently — within the last week in fact — taken them both 
there. But ... this would entail quite a drive to the distant outskirts of the 
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city ... which intrigued me even more. A sleek black limousine was 
summoned and we drove for miles from my hotel and arrived almost an hour 
later at the gates of what appeared to be a very elegant country club — perfect 
— with vast rolling manicured lawns amongst the trees and the grand 
restaurant was in a great sweep before our eyes — looking out over these 
great slabs of plate glass across the whole rambling colonial façade. While 
we arrived unannounced and had no reservations, the two sisters were 
acknowledged and we were ushered into a very large dining area filled with 
the most beautifully dressed people imaginable. Heavy linens were on each 
table, each touching the floor along with bright shiny silverware and heavy 
crystal. The waiters were all tuxedoed with none speaking English and the 


overlarge menus were all in Spanish — perfect! 


I suggested to the two sisters that they make the menu selections for the 
three of us and to be sure and order plenty of whatever they wanted. “Si 
Sénor — we will do just that!” We chatted and eventually their food arrived 
which was placed in front of us and it looked like wonderful authentic 
Mexican cuisine. My plate was then brought to me and it consisted of a very 
huge beef steak along with a very large pile of French Fries, for they had 
picked out a dish that they thought would make a young Gringo happy. 
Gringo means ‘green’ in Spanish, referring to the color of American dollars. 
This is why Mexicans call Americans ‘gringo.’ I am actually a Canadian 
originally from Victoria, but had spent several years at art school in San 
Francisco. When it comes to Americans and Canadians, Mexicans don’t 


always make a distinction if you come from north of their border. 
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I really only picked at my food all the while stealing admiring glances at the 
two young women enjoying their meals. Hoping my disappointment did not 
show, I suggested they order several more Mexican dishes which we all 
three could share. This was done — one of the platters contained the most 
truly sumptuous chicken breast enchiladas I had ever tasted before or since 
that evening. Whole chicken breasts had been used inside, along with 
wonderful condiments for the stuffing. This was all perfect for me and it 
turned into a wonderful dinner of Mexican dishes. The dinner lasted several 


hours. 


After dinner I suggested we could all go dancing. The sisters knew of a 
wonderful night club not too far from the restaurant, and so there we went. 
And authentic it was — another place for only very wealthy Mexican City 
citizens who really could afford and enjoy luxury. The club was huge, and 
along with Latin American music, there was a fabulous floor show. Across 
the full length of the stage was the largest xylophone I had ever seen 
stretching a good ten meters across with 20 to 25 musicians all playing on it 
at the same time — and what music it was. I can still hear it today in my 
memory; and what a good time dancing — to tangos, cha cha chas and 


rumbas — for the next three hours. 


Now Mexico City at the time, (the early 1960’s) did not have the great 
number of people it has today. It was a great deal less safe for foreigners to 
travel through than today. One did have to take into consideration ones’ 
safety while moving about, especially if any distance was involved. Upon 


departing the night club that evening, the two sisters and I arranged for a cab 
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to pick us up and I had completely forgotten to reguest that the driver be able 
to speak English, which is very mandatory in any foreign city. We left the 
night club with the sisters giving the driver instructions in Spanish and of 
course we would drop them at home first, and then I would go on to my 


hotel downtown afterwards. 


The cab drove for miles as to my great amazement we ascended up the wall 
of the great plateau driving ever upwards and steeper for some distance. 
Arriving at the top, the sight before us was astounding, for there on top of 
this great expanse the most futuristic city one could imagine appeared- all 
floodlit before our eyes — along with a full moon beaming across the whole 
mirage-like scene. Skyscrapers jutting across — bridges joining them like 


freeways — all laid out in great order and palatial form. 


The sisters ordered the cab driver with directions to where they reside, and 
when we arrived there with polite thank yous and goodbyes took their leave 
... and the cab proceeded on ....Almost immediately it came over me a great 
fear that this driver did not possibly speak fluent English and we were in the 
middle of nowhere ... for within blocks we started to descend the plateau 
and leave the great vision behind us and we were in total darkness once 


again. 


Almost with panic over me, I asked the driver if he spoke English with no 
response and continued in his slow and meticulous way. Nothing could be 
done but to hope he would drive me directly to my hotel for we were now in 


total darkness, with nothing but shrubs and trees on both sides of us. 
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Suddenly out of the blue he started talking perfect English but not what I 
wanted to hear for he was marketing a lady of the night to me in most 
uncertain terms: the most beautiful girl in all of Mexico City for forty dollars 
and another one for much less, but she wasn't so pretty. My response was a 
sharp ‘No!’ which made him persist even harder, in fact so extremely 
persistent to where we were shouting at each — me yelling to be taken home 
immediately. At this point I was becoming fearful for I was dressed far too 


luxurious to be in such a situation. 


We arrived at the bottom of the plateau in total darkness. Winding along a 
roadway we all of a sudden made an abrupt right angle turn in to an 
extended alley that appeared out of nowhere like it had risen out of the 
Earth. And ... it might have come up out of hell ... for there before me was 


a sight not to be believed. 


The alley before me was lit with overhead lights which made it as bright as 
from the midday sun. It was here that I was looking at the night-world and a 
large portion of the netherworld of Mexico City. The length of three city 
blocks were teeming with people, filling that alley from wall to wall. As the 
limousine taxis wound its way t less than a snail’s pace in this mob, they 
separated only enough to let the cab through. The whole scene before me 
was as though it had been lifted out from the filmmaker “Fellini” and his 
infamous Italian movies. The most grotesque faces imaginable were passing 
my car continuously. Some were looking down in at me with faces pressed 
against the window peering right at me ...They all looked liked drugged 


zombies and no doubt were ... nothing in hell could ever possibly look 
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worse. What a horror and bad nightmare for me and I was convinced the 
cab driver was taking me where he wanted to be in the beginning and I 
would have no say when presented to whatever underworld he wished to 
expose me to. These were, of course, all the night people of Mexico City, 
but it was the grotesgue features on their faces that left the indelible mark on 
my memory. It seemed like an eternity to slowly wind our way through this 
teeming mass of sub-humans, all amassed in one alley. But suddenly we 
were out of it as guickly as we had come in to it and to my relief it was still 
dark but we were out of the alley! Ten minutes later we turned another 
abrupt corner and my hotel loomed up from the darkness. I was extremely 
angry — the cab driver had put me through an unnecessary ordeal, and as I 
was proceeding up the steps of my hotel, and I looked back he had the nerve 
to shout from his window — “Ah Sénor, why were you so afraid — I got you 


safely home.” 


The following day a call came to my suite from Nora as they had enjoyed so 
much the evening before and would I be able to accept an invitation to their 
home for dinner the following evening. It did race through my mind about a 
book my Mother had read me one summer when I was home. It covered 
Mexico City families and how they bring to their homes unsuspecting suitors 
for their marriageable daughters, and this could be the stage for a surprise 
wedding which they spring on them. Pushing these thoughts aside with the 
idea that I was old enough by now to handle such a situation and “yes, I 
could come” — the limousine would be dispatched to pick me up at my hotel 
at seven in the evening. Now mother had always instructed me to always 


take along a gift to the hostess, and this would be what I would do. 
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Enguiring at the hotel front desk where to purchase flowers, they directed 
me over to the great flower market La Merced, many blocks directly behind 
the hotel. Finding the market I was flabbergasted to see the acreage which 
covered every type of flower, including exotic blooms from the furthest 
jungles over far reaching corners of the country. One of the first stalls I 
encountered had the most magnificent long stemmed roses, and this I kept in 
mind as I wound through the many faceted stalls all the more wonderful than 
the last. This took several hours looking at it and admiring the most colorful 
and exotic blooms — orchids upon orchids — bromeliads all in the lushest 
colors, That I had ever encountered, but was drawn back like a magnet to 


those beautiful roses with stems up to four or five feet long. 


Finding myself back at the rose stand, the old Mexican lady who owned it 
was busy with a number of different customers. While waiting I began 
wondering what the connotation of roses might be in a foreign country 
which I was not all that familiar with. Stepping over I asked a beautifully 
dressed lady in a very handsomely tailored camel hair suit about taking some 
roses to a hostess. “Perfect,” she declared, so it was set — roses it would be — 
I would but a few of the wonderful magenta and orange pink ones which 
were absolutely breathtaking. Not figuring out the exchange and when the 
old lady was free, I stepped over and let her know I would but ten dollar 
American worth. Calling a grandson over to help her, they began to bring 
over bunches of roses much to their delight and the pile grew to around the 
height of my shoulders. This was shocking to me, but hadn't realized what 
ten dollars could but at the time and at the same time I didn't have the heart 


to disappoint the old lady by telling her that I couldn't take all of them. But 
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how would I get them back to the hotel? This the old lady solved easily by 
calling in five more grandsons to come and carry them, myself included, 
piled high with roses. The seven of us wound our way back to my hotel. 
What a sight it must have presented, not only many blocks back, but coming 
into the hotel lobby with such a mass of gorgeous roses. I had already 
decided I would reguest the hotel if they could hold them in cold storage for 
me until I would let them know I what I would do with them, for no way 


could these all be taken for a hostess of a dinner party. 


Yes they would hold them for me until I would give them further 
instructions for their disposition. Arriving back to my suite, the telephone 
was ringing and on the other end was Nora with news of a change of plans. 
Her father was going to take us all for dinner to el Villa Fontana — one of the 
most outstanding restaurants in the city, as I had already known about and 
heard about this restaurant sometime before. This change of plans would be 
fine, for dining there would be a very rare experience, although I was 
somewhat disappointed to not have dinner in a Mexico City home. In the 
mean time my decision was just to leave the flowers with the hotel for now, 
and after everything was over I would give them instructions to perhaps 


place the rose in vases throughout the lobby. 


During my stay in the hotel I made friends with an elderly, well travelled, 
couple from Oakland California who were somewhat perturbed hearing of 
these new plans, with young and impressionable me being the centre point of 
such an elaborate meeting. They requested that I meet them early in the 


hotel bar for cocktails at their invitation. I sensed they were anxious with 
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worry in their voices to meet and observe Nora and her family. They too 
heard stories of matrimonial entrapment. They were a darling couple — very 


elegant and were like a very fine ersatz grandmother and grandfather to me. 


That evening we gathered for cocktails — dry Manhattan Martinis — at the 
end of the lobby, far away from the entrance. Together we were all seated 
where we could observe Nora's arrival. After our second cocktail what a 
happy time we were having when I saw Nora arrive at the front entrance of 
the hotel on the arm of her aristocratic father. And what an entrance it was. 
It stopped all traffic in that huge lobby. I waved and with a smile Nora 
spotted me. All eyes were upon this majestic pair coming across the floor 
towards us. She was dressed like a movie star, in a long black dress topped 
by a silk magenta opera cape flowing and billowing out to the floor with a 
slight train in the cape following in her footsteps. Her father was not 
exceptionally tall, but his regal bearing with an immaculate custom evening 
suit, complete with a black silk bowtie, carrying a beautiful golden headed 


cane topped the picture off like something out of a fairy tale. 


They arrived over at where the three of us were sitting, chatting and I was 
busy introducing my friends all around when to my utter amazement I 
looked up and it was appearing like a mountain and a mirage moving over 
from the front desk. With a second look I realized that the head counterman 
had taken it upon himself and decided of course these were who the roses 
were for and sent out six bellhops to carry them over and present them with 
great flourish to Nora. She was overwhelmed. Even her staid father 


staggered on his cane at sight a sight and no one was more staggered than I, 
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and the first thing that came blurting from out of my mouth was “these are 


for your mother.” 


Nora smiled when I said this for she knew in her heart perhaps why I had 
said this. Nora's father, Mr. Riese, warmly thanked me for the roses. I took 
a liking to Nora's father immediately for it was very obvious that he was 
cultured and that he had old family connections to this ancient and 
sophisticated City. While we said our goodbyes to the Oakland couple, the 
flowers eventually were all loaded into the limousine. Then Nora her father 
and I — barely finding room in the limousine — were now on our unbelievable 
ride to el Villa Fontana on the regal stretch of Reform Boulevard. We were 
absolutely engulfed in these magnificent roses — in the fact the car was so 
packed with these beautiful blossoms that many were hanging out the open 


windows. People stopped in the street to watch us pass. 


Our arrival at the restaurant caused a flurry. Exactly as the lobby of the El 
Presidente Hotel, the whole el Villa Fontana restaurant came to a complete 
standstill on our being led through the lobby and up the tiers of banquette 
seats to be seated right in the middle of the establishment — with all eyes 
upon us! In her arms Nora carried a few dozen of the roses. I suspect all 
eyes were on her and her alone, or perhaps her and her father. I sensed I was 


hardly noticed, except for perhaps my red hair. 


Mon Dieu ... what an evening ... and it had just begun. 
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Now el Villa Fontana was famous not only in Mexico City, but the whole 
wide world over. The outstanding features beyond their superb cuisine was 
the strolling violinists of which each group consisted of approximately forty 
men playing the most romantic and beseeching music. Some of the music 
they played was Spanish, some Hungarian gypsy and some dreamy classical. 
Their musical reputation preceded them, and I had heard of their talents long 


before while I was in school in San Francisco. 


While our waiter welcomed us to the restaurant and made arrangements to 
place Nora's roses in a silver vase on a small table, the musicians strolled 
over to serenade us. Such haunting music. I stole a glance around me. This 
restaurant was massive in size with extremely large isles to accommodate 
these groups of musicians strolling through and stopping to play at certain 


tables. 


Out of the corner of my eye I could see that Nora’s father was observing me 
closely, and that Nora was in turn observing her father. There was a triangle 
of sorts around the table. I should perhaps tell you that Mr. Riese either 
could not speak English or decided he would not. Nora did the interpretation 
and translation for us both. Besides I knew that people of consequence in 
Mexico know to learn and practice their English. I suspected at the very 
least Nora’s father could understand English, so I knew to be guarded in 
what I would say to Nora. How did I know this? Well, it was in the lobby 
of the hotel when he father asked of me whether I was gringo ... and he 
reacted ever so slightly — before Nora could translate for him — when I said 


“no I come from Canada.” 
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The musicians played a short introductory set for us and then moved on and 
the instant they were out of ear shot, and before we three could say anything 
the waiter reappeared carrying the grand leather bound menus. Once again 
they were all in Spanish so once again I deferred to Nora and her judgment. 
When I did this Nora's father did the same, which I sensed surprised Nora. I 
could see her father being so aristocratic as to not let his two daughters make 


any decisions for themselves. Nora beamed with her culinary responsibility. 


I decided to test this hypothesis and asked Nora how her sister was today. 
Nora looked up with big eyes, then toyed with the gold chain and cross 
around her neck before saying, “she wanted to come too ... but papa thought 
four of us here for dinner would be a bit of a spectacle ...” Then dutifully 
she turned and Nora translated what she had just said to me to her father. 
Her father said one word ‘extravaganza ...' and smiled over at me. Then 
Nora turned back to me and re-spoke the phrase “papa thought the four of us 
here for dinner would be a bit of a extravaganza ...” I knew now it was best 


I not to tip the triangle. 


The waiter returned and the order was given and then from almost behind 
the waiter — as if he was his shadow — the sommelier appeared, produced 
three wine menus for us and we set off to make the wine selection. Nora’s 
father turned to his daughter and in Spanish said one word, and I knew what 
that word meant ... ‘Champagne?’ Nora turned to me and asked me “would 


you like Champagne with our dinner?” 
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“Champagne was a bit sweet for my taste for the main course of a meal ...” 
Nora turned to her father and explained. He closed his wine menu then he 


waved his hand at me and said something in Spanish. 


“My father wonders if you can select the wine for our dinner.” 


There's a bear trap if I ever heard one. Choose a fine wine, but not an 
expensive one! Not a middling one but nearer the top end ... I looked down 
at the jumble of Spanish words, then before I got lost in them a brilliant 
thought came to mind. I looked up and over at her and asked Nora “what 
have you ordered for us for dinner.” As she explained in English I noticed 
the sommelier seemed uninterested. I was hoping he could understand 
English — but it was evident he couldn’t. I had hoped to draw the sommelier 
into the decision making process, but I guess it was left to Nora and I to sort 
this out. She was game and so we discussed the dishes for a few moments 
then I asked her to translate for the sommelier. Without saying a word he 
pointed at a wine on the list. To my great relief it was neither inexpensive 
nor expensive. It was a Spanish wine I was familiar with. I nodded my head 
and said “si.” The sommelier smiled his approval, as did Nora’s father and 
collected up two of the three menus. Diplomatically leaving one at Mr. 
Riese’s elbow. I guess the Champagne might come later. I had tipped-toed 


around that bear trap! 


Then started the twenty questions ... How we had met ? — as if he didn’t 
already know for he probably had already given his daughter the ‘third 


degree’ — but I guess wanted Mr. Riese wanted to hear it in my own words. 
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I was careful not to mention Nora's boldness, nor imply that I was in active 


search for female company here in Mexico City. 


He asked me what I did ... then I sort of tripped up. I mentioned I had just 


finished art school in San Francisco ... 


“Artista?” The look of surprise on Mr. Riese's face brought a look of 
embarrassment to Nora’s face. I knew she knew but I immediately suspected 
that she had not told her father this ... Mr. Riese glared at Nora with the 


consternation of father thinking “over my dead body ...” 


This brought a mix of feelings to my heart. On the one hand I was indignant 
that being an artist was considered so lowly by Nora's father, yet I also knew 
that I would not be invited to their home for a feast — wedding. I tried to 
keep a straight face but I suspect a bit of anguish showed on my face for 
Nora knew to ask “are you ok?” She again toyed with her necklace as she 


waited for my answer. 


It was a sort of tell — her and her necklace. I smiled at her and simply said 
“art is what I seem to be best at ...” She turned to her father and translated 
but once again I sensed he understood English for he immediately began to 
talk about the great artists of Mexico and Spain. It only took a few seconds 
for me to see that Nora was going to be fine (she stopped toying with her 
necklace) and while Mr. Riese talked about Valizguez and Goya I knew he 
was in his element. He made no mention of the modern Spanish artists like 


Picasso or Dali. It was if he was reciting a university lecture he once took in 
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Spanish Art History. I could tell Nora had heard this lecture before for she 


was guite bored. 


Perhaps the talk needed some living up? I was about to mention the 
wonderful murals I had seen at the University when out of the corner of my 
eye I saw Nora raise he hand to her necklace. Both her father and I turned to 
her and we could both see the nervousness in her eyes. This was the 
dramatic moment of our evening! Nora sensed the danger. So I decided to 
forgo mention of the murals and started to talk about some of the religious 
Spanish religious icons we had studied at art school. A sincere look of relief 


passed over Nora’s face. 


I guess if I had mentioned the Diego murals I would be a rebel amongst the 
aristocratic and this would have ruined the ambience of our evening. Just as 
I was about to exhaust my limited knowledge of Spanish religious icons our 


meal arrived to save us from our awkwardness. 


As the meal progressed I sensed a gathering seriousness in the tone of Mr. 
Riese’s conversation with his daughter. The conversation was still through 
Nora’s interpretation. Nora’s father seemed very concerned with her about 
something serious and finally she turned to me and said her father was being 
insistent that I be told that her mother was not alive and he felt I should be 
told this as I had said that this was who the roses were for. Her eyes went 
stern for a brief second and I had to think what it was she was trying to tell 
me. The stern looked on her father’s face told me that I needed to act ever 


so carefully. 
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“Do you like the roses?” I asked her. 


“I do ... very much ... but my father says he would rather see they go to a 


99 


favorite aunt of mine ...” With those words I knew with certainty I would 
never be invited to a visit to their home. Again almost magically the next 


course of our meal arrived. 


Nora in a coquette dig at perhaps the two men at her elbows had ordered me 
Oysters Rockefeller. Arranged on a large crystal platter set in shaved ice on 


an even larger sterling silver charger, were two dozen grand oysters. 


She looked up at me and asked “Do you like oysters ... or would you prefer 
snails?” She was a clever one, for just a few works before there had been a 
movie review article about a scene in the feature film Spartacus where a 
slave (Tony Curtis) asks his Roman Master whether he preferred oysters to 


snails ... 


I grinned knowingly at her. “I love eating oysters ... and never touch 


snails.” 


He father did not ask Nora what we had just said, so I just set upon the plate. 
The huge oysters were done in the traditional way of fresh spinach and 
cheese au gratin broiled over them. I ate one. It was the best oyster I had 
ever tasted and fresher than one could imagine. I offered Nora and her 


father to taste several of them along with what they she had ordered for 
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themselves. Mr. Riese declined but Nora enthusiastically said she would. “I 
have never tasted oysters before.” Instead of daintily lifting the oyster out of 
its shell with a spoon she lifted the entire oyster to her lips and slurped it 
down, leaving a little drop of juice on her chin. She caught it with her hand 
before the drop fell on her magnificent dress. Her father said nothing but 
gave her a stern look of disapproval. In her rebellious mood she asked me 
for another. Nora’s father shook his head slightly but all I could think of 
doing was shrug my shoulders. Nora enjoyed her second more than her first. 
I sensed she hoped I would offer her a third — but we had tempted fate twice 
already. A third time would be profoundly unlucky. 


The wine matched their dishes but it did not match the oysters so I left my 
glass untouched and asked for mineral water instead. Sensing this miss 
match Mr. Riese ordered a bottle of Spanish sparkling white wine — 
champagne of sorts — the likes of which turned out to be a perfect match to 
the Oysters Rockefeller. Nora took a glass as well but Mr. Riese declined 
the pour by placing his hand over his glass and sternly warning the 
sommelier off with a few words in Spanish. The sommelier seemed a bit 
offended but set the half finished bottle between Nora and I into a large 
sterling silver cooler packed in ice. From time to time the sommelier took to 
stopping by and topping up our glasses. My glass was topped but once 


while Nora’s was topped three times. 


Then we dined leisurely with very few words shared. I knew that cultured 
dining in the Spanish speaking world was expected to last two or three 


hours. While we ate Mr. Riese went silent and all but left Nora and I to talk 
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between ourselves. It was at that point that I knew Nora's father understood 
English, for Nora was careful with what she said to me, and even how she 


said it, so we talked about what seemed like trivialities to me. 


Nora asked me about my home and upbringing in Victoria and my time at 
the Rudolph Schaeffer School of Color in San Francisco. I in turn asked her 
about her growing up. And so a pleasant time was passed dining and 
chatting. No mention was made about her father and what he did and about 
her family, and her family fortune and the like. While I came from a well- 
to-do family, I had made sure I had avoiding mentioning anything too 


specific about my family and its fortune. 


When the main dinner was over and before the dessert arrived, Nora excused 
herself to the powder room and this left me all alone with her father. 
Immediately the very cultured and well-mannered gentleman began talking 
to me in impeccable English with no trace of a Spanish accent. The fact that 
he spoke without an accent and impeccably was very profound, along with 


being utterly amazing! 


I realized, until he had decided that he liked me, he would not converse with 
me directly. But now this point had arrived, and we had a very animated 
conversation. He told me that as a young man he had lived in California and 
had gone there from Mexico City to go to the University and had worked in 
el Etats Unitas for ten years before returning home where he had lived ever 
since. He expressed how much he liked me and the feeling was, of course, 


mutual. He offered me an invitation that upon a future return to Mexico 
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City, as his guest he would take me and his two daughters on a tour through 
Mexico starting at Toas the old silver capital and continuing through the 
country for six weeks, staying, as he insisted, at the most luxurious 
accommodations available. I said that I was honored and would love to take 
this trip with him and his family, whereupon Nora returned to our table with 
a look of astonishment. She was surprised that her father and I had hit it off 


so well — he was conversing in English with me and she was delighted. 


After a very animate and lively dessert we took our leave of this very 
renowned restaurant. As we exited I cast one last glance from the foyer over 
this dream world and the elegant atmosphere cascading from the tiered 
baguettes — tuxedoed watters — bright silver — tinkling crystal- superb music 
— soft illumination — I knew instantly that this had been an evening of 
privilege. Collecting Nora's dozens of roses we made our grand exit to the 
waiting limousine which whisked us back along Reforma — a full moon 
engulfing the sparkling city, with roses filling the car with their aroma — 
back to my hotel where I would take leave in the morning for many more 
weeks of my travel — both by air and by ship — before I would once again 
return home. It was with some sadness that I told Nora that I would be 


leaving Mexico City the following afternoon. 


Early the following morning the sky was bright with sunshine and crisp with 
January air. I prepared to take my leave from this most colorful 
cosmopolitan city. As I stood waiting for a taxi to take me to the airport 
suddenly out of the crisp morning appeared Nora with some small keep-sake 


gifts for me. She was sad to see me go and asked me to write her and to 
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come visit her again “in the not too distant future.” It was awkward for me in 
that I hardly knew the young lady and well, I had obligations elsewhere, 
including back in San Francisco. The taxis arrived and we took our leave, 
shaking hands. One of the souvenirs Nora gave me was a small Spanish 
translation book she once used which when I opened later at the airport 
revealed some of the rose petals from the night before, carefully pressed 


between several of the book leaves. 


Weeks later, after many thousands of miles of travel, I arrived back in San 
Francisco in the grand luxury P & O ocean liner coming through the Panama 
Canal. Immediately when I arrived at my apartment the doorman told me of 
the many telephone calls he had been receiving from Mexico City. Hardly 
after I set foot in my apartment that the telephone rang. It was Nora calling 
to inguire about my trip and welfare. In a few days I started to turn them 
down for they had become collect calls on my telephone. Finally, some 
weeks later, a short note arrived in the mail from Mexico City informing me 
that Nora and her father had been trying to get in touch with me to invite me 
to come to a grand fiesta which was to be held at her aunt's ranch (that same 
aunt who got all the roses) near El Paso Texas. This was to be a fourteen 
day celebration — which I knew very often evolved into a wedding 
celebration with the unsuspecting groom becoming the main object of 
hundreds of celebrants who congregated from all over the world for the 


occasion. 


Many years later I attended an evening special celebration in the very grand 


gothic Grace Cathedral on Nob Hill in San Francisco. Part way through the 
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service I glanced across the aisle and there seated to the left of me was an 
exact replica of the young Nora from many years before. It was even 
necessary for me to shake my head to look again, and be able to comprehend 


the vision before me. 


At the end of the service I maneuvered to the beautiful young lady and the 
dark handsome fellow at her side. As we came through the grand and open 
magnificent bronze doors depicting the Gates of Paradise a beautiful full 
moon was bathing the whole top of Nob Hill in a glittering cover of 


radiance. 


Striking up a conversation with the couple I discovered they were in San 
Francisco on their honeymoon and were staying at the old and very elegant 
Fairmont hotel just a block away. We talked about their visit to my city and 
how enthralled they were both to be here. As we arrived at the grand portico 
of their hotel I summoned the courage to ask the young lady what her 
mother’s name was — Nora was the reply — and I assured her that she must 
and I was sure her mother also must be a beautiful lady. “Si Sénor” was the 
reply. “My mother is the most gracious and famous hostess of all Mexico 
City.” Then the lovely couple turned and disappeared into the mist as they 


entered their hotel, and their future destiny which lay before them. 


Out of mist of the night appeared the whole evening from thirty years before 
at el Villa Fontana. Was it a pang of guilt, or perhaps nostalgia? Was it the 
magic emanating from the moonlight — the mist — or combination of both? 


There before my eyes appeared Nora and her father, the grand restaurant, the 
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oysters, the violinists with their beautiful and enchanting music, Nora in her 
grand majestic silk opera cape with her gracious father with his gold handled 
cane and their stately grace — and both of them giving me a wonderful, 


vibrant smile. 


Mr. Gary MacRae, (Dec. 2019) 


Chapter Eight: COVID-19 and the Ouestion of Gender 


The first few official deaths in early 2020 due to Covid-19 here in Canada 
occurred mere minutes away from where I live. They were an unfortunate 
couple in an old folk's home whose daughter came to visit them 


immediately upon her return from a cruise vacation. Within hours they had 
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trouble breathing and within days they had died, but not before the covid-19 
virus was passed throughout that old folk's home. Within weeks a dozen 


elderly men and a few women were dead there. 


The virus soon spread to several other old folk's homes when part time 
workers moved about, some working in the kitchens preparing food, who 
were working a few hours each day at one home and then a few hours the 
same day at another. This would turn out to be one of the clustering effects 
that would be seen throughout much of Canada — the clustering at old folk’s 
home (also known as nursing homes) where the elderly and infirmed live 
under medical care. This clustering at old folk's home would be the 


epicenter of much of the mortality due to the Covid-19 in Canada. 


Canada's two biggest provinces, Ouebec and Ontario which constitutes half 
of the population of Canada, saw severe outbreaks in April and May 2020 
when a wave of infections swept through hundreds of old folk’s, claiming 
some 7,000 dead in eight weeks, about 80% of the Canada’s 9,000 deaths to 
date. The infectious wave had crested before the medical officials realized 
what was happening. They should have learned from what went on at 
several old folk’s homes here in Vancouver six weeks earlier. They should 
have also understood this might happen with Covid-19 for this is what 
happened in Canada during the Hong Kong Flu pandemic in 1968. 


I use the term official here because it appears the first unofficial death may 
have occurred much earlier on December 15", 2019 when an elderly 


curmudgeon of a man died after bending an elbow (bending an elbow is an 
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euphemism for drinking ... the man was a known alcoholic) at the local 
Legion and made his way home on the bus. He spent several hours each day 
at the Legion, even though he had never served the Crown or the Parliament 


and People of Canada a single day in his life. 


He was a notorious man for his indifference towards other — I had witnessed 
a number of times when he would push past people to rush on the bus, or sit 
at the front where infirmed people should be sitting, forcing them to ‘move 
on’ to the back of the bus. I went so far as to ask the mayor to get the 


transit police to check his misbehavior. 


And then there was the fact he rarely paid his fare when he took the bus. “I 
am a good friend of the mayor” he would say straight to the face of the bus 
drivers after hopping aboard the bus without paying his fare. And then 
would gleefully say again to the bus driver how he ‘would pour himself a 
good stiff drink’, as he hopped off the bus — doing this to rub his free ride in 


the face of the driver. 


On the day he passed away he was on his way home after the Legion had 
closed that Saturday evening and the bus driver noted how “blue” his skin 


color was and encouraged him to immediately go to Lions Gate Hospital. 


But instead the old curmudgeon went home and sat in his lazy boy lounger 
chair and expired of respiratory failure. The following morning one of his 
friends stopped by his place to deliver him a Christmas time care package 


box of groceries. When he did not answer his door they got the manager to 
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open his apartment and found him blue with death. He should have listened 
to the bus driver and gone to the hospital. But you see he had contempt for 


others ... 


I mention his demise because there is a link to something I had mentioned 
earlier in this book. Can you spot the link? What function does the Legion 
serve, to provide solace to those who have served the Crown or the 
Parliament and the People of Canada. This is where active and retired 


members of the Canadian Armed Forces go to relax. 


It would be interesting to connect the dots ... those Canadian servicemen 
who had attended and participated in the Wuhan Military Games in October 
2019 and how the early spread in the period October 2019 to say February 
2020 of Covid-19 may have occurred across Canada. Perhaps this 
correlation has been done? The thing is that soldiers are by their very nature 
healthy individuals and may be asymptotic carriers of Covid-19. As I have 
mentioned, the virus has also mutated somewhat since October 2019. I 
believe it would be in the public interest of Canada and its NATO allies to 


undertake an epidemiological study of this matter. 


The Wuhan Military Games ran from October 18 to 27 in Wuhan, Hubei 
Province in China. Some 9,300 military personnel from 100 countries 
participated in 27 sports events. There were over 100 participants from 
Canada, and some 1600 athletes from Europe. The countries most affected 


by Covid-19 had high proportions of athletes among the 1600. There were 
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news reports soon after the athletes returned how some had taken ill while in 


Wuhan. 


The key to understanding the spread of a disease includes clustering and 
mobility of carriers. This has been one of the difficult aspects of mapping 


out Covid-19. Here are several interesting correlations. 


First, I have noticed that the European countries which did not send athletes 
to the Wuhan Military Games have had a lower mortality per million and 
infection per million rate than those countries who did send athletes to the 


event. 


Second, the rapidity and manner by which the Covid-19 virus has spread 
over the past ten months cannot be accounted for merely by the random 
movement of civilian travelers using commercial air carrier routes. The 
spread has been for the most part asymptotic. Again this would point to 
healthy carriers who had at one time clustered and then moved to different 


points around the globe early on in the pandemic. 


This point is of special note because this was one of the reasons why the 
Spanish Flu spread so rapidly and in such a widespread fashion. Soldiers 
returning from the Great War carried the Spanish Flu back home with them. 
I leave you to do your own research about this aspect of the pandemic of 


1918 to 1920. 
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The third correlation I noted was the majority of the mortality was occurring 
among men. At the beginning of the pandemic in some countries the ratio 
was in some countries approaching 2 to 1 (that meant in a group of 30 
victims, twenty were men and ten were women). In Canada at the beginning 
of 2020 the ratio was around 1.5 to 1. I pointed out to the Government of 
Canada that this correlation is of epidemiological significance. The 
Government of Canada tried to gender aggregate the data (throwing all the 
data together and mixing it up so that this correlation was hidden away), and 


then tried to emphasized that women had a slightly higher infection rate. 


I put my foot down and said to the Government of Canada if they tried to 
end gender disaggregation to their data (to end the listing of mortality by 
gender) I would petition Her Majesty the Queen by way of the Governor 
General of Canada to require the Parliament to continue to gender 
disaggregate the data. I also clearly reminded them that the main issue is not 
the gender disparity of the infection (a difference that is less than the 


statistical uncertainty) but that it is the mortality data. 


When I clearly got my scientific message across I then challenged the 
Government of Canada to affect an important change to the medical triage of 
elderly patients arriving at hospitals for Covid-19 care. If you are not 


familiar with the term medical triage let me explain it: 


Medical Definition of triage 
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1: the sorting of and allocation of treatment to patients and especially 
battle and disaster victims according to a system of priorities designed 


to maximize the number of survivors. 


2: the sorting of patients (as in an emergency room) according to the 


urgency of their need for care 


I recommended the medical officers who were overseeing Covid-19 care in 


Canada undertake the following assessment: 


Say there are twelve elderly patients who arrive for medical care, all of 


which show the same symptoms — six patients are male and six are female. 


In the normal course of gender aggregated care the twelve patients would be 


treated on an eguitable basis. 


I suggested a modified triage strategy - the six men be brought in for 
immediate intensive triage, which the six women would receive a less 
intensive triage. When this modified medical triage strategy was 
implemented, not only did the mortality rate began to fall in Canada, so 


did the gender disparity, which now sits at 1.1 to 1. 


If you go to websites like Globalhealth5050.org and search out the Covid-19 
sex disaggregated-data-tracker you will see a listing and notice the gender 


disparity. 
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Now some non-scientists have tried to pass this matter off as insignificant, or 
due to “lifestyle decisions”. However, their politically motivated comments 
have struck me as some of the most disturbing prejudices that have found 


their way into print during the Covid-19 pandemic. 


In actual fact the gender disparity may be a feature of the virus itself and not 
a life style matter at all. Some medical researchers have noted this in their 
research and one shall we say “off the wall treatment suggestion is to give 
men suffering from Covid-19 massive doses of estrogen to see how this 


might affect the evolution of the disease. 


I smile when I think of this for anyone who knows anything about the aging 
of men, that they have ever diminishing levels of testosterone which means 
the minor sex hormone in their body estrogen (yes men do have estrogen in 


their bodies) cause them to lose hair and even to grow breasts. 


In actual fact, from puberty onwards estradiol, the dominant form of 
estrogen, plays a critical role in male sexuality. Estradiol in men is essential 
for modulating libido, erectile function, and spermatogenesis, just as 
testosterone in women helps to drive their sexuality as well. I leave you to 


research this on your own time. 


It is not perhaps the sex hormones that are of central important here when it 
comes to Covid-19 but the fact that men and women have different immune 
systems. This was pointed out in some scientific papers by a group of 


French Researchers in Paris. This differences to the male and female 
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immune systems results in differences in how men and women react to 
physical traumas like lung infection (e.g pneumonia) and renal failure. 
When I made my recommendations about the modified medical triage to the 
Canadian Government I passed this information about the differences to the 


male and female immune systems along as well. 


You may smile to note I passed along these science-based recommendations 
to our English cousins in London (the FCO) and in Washington (the State 
Department). 


I have to ask this question ... but I don’t really know how to ask it. To what 
extent did gender politics adversely affect the early efforts to treat for Covid- 


19 in Canada? 


Once the Covid-19 is behind us it would be interesting to undertake a 
comparison of this pandemic to the Spanish Flu, the Asian Flu and the Hong 


Kong Flu. 


Here, for instance, is the mortality as a function of age for the Spanish Flu 
taken from the paper (refer to: The 1918 Influenza Epidemic's Effects on 
Sex Differentials in Mortality in the United States, by Andrew Noymer and 
Michel Garenne, published in 2009 and available at nih.gov/pmc/article/ 
PMC 2740912). 
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Fig.3: Mortality Rate during the Spanish Flu 


In 1918 the mortality due to influenza and pneumonia in the US was: 


Gender Mortality per 100,000 
Male 672 
Female 498 


Table 1: Mortality Rate 1918 (influenza and Pneumonia) 


As you can see in the Spanish Flu the mortality rate of males compared to 


females was markedly different: The ratio was nearly 1.4 times. 
Overall, the death rate in the United States due to Spanish Flu in 1918 was 


11,700 deaths per million. Presently the death rate due to Covid-19 in the 
United States is about 500 deaths per million (as of 30 August, 2020). 
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In comparison terms the Spanish Flu death rate was 25 times that seen 


presently due to Covid-19 in the United States. 


During the Asian Flu and the Hong Kong Flu mortality rates were also 
significantly higher among men compared to women. The mortality rate 
during these two pandemics was also highest among people 65 years of age 
or older. During the Hong Kong Flu pandemic there was a secondary peak 


in mortality among young children, mostly young boys. 


I nearly become one of the dead during the 1968 Hong Kong pandemic. 


Chapter Nine: A Second Cold War? 


For many of us we have such an active and demanding work life that when a 
chance to stop and put up our feet comes along it is hard to decide what to 
do. Many millions have been confronted with this quandary, but not by 
choice but by misfortune. Forced closures and job loss has brought despair 
and unhappiness to countless people. It is hard to imagine how they have 


managed, or even whether they are managing at all. 


For some, such as health care professionals, this pandemic has brought them 
added work. We are all thankful for their dedication and sacrifice. They 
have forgone their safety and their well-being through their service to others. 
Hardly a day passes without mentioned of their courage and stories about 


courageous doctors and nurses who have laid down their lives for others. 
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There are also stories of profound despair leading to health care 


professionals taking their own lives. 


There is, of course, the sad story of the doctor in China who tried, early on, 
to valiantly warn the world about what was happening in Wuhan. He would 
be arrested and prevented from doing his job, and then he would die from 
the very disease he was warning the world about. There is a special place in 
heaven for this man and many others like him, and a dark place in hell for 


those who did not help him with his saintly task. Where is the humanity? 


This pandemic has also brought added burden to countless others, from 
mothers who tend to their children, to workers in essential services such as 
public transport and the ambulance service, constabulary and all those who 
serve the Crown. In the Commonwealth and around the Free World we owe 
these countless millions for their silent dedication to the safety and well- 


being of others. 


You notice that I mention the Free World, for my sense of things is that we 
are slipping into a second Cold War which may prove to be more 
challenging to the future of humanity than the Cold War that spanned the 
period 1947 to 1991. This pandemic may be the blind behind which Real- 


Politik is played out between superpowers. 


In the first Cold War between the US and the Soviet Union (or between 
NATO and the Warsaw Pact .... whichever measure you decide to use) 


nuclear weapons were central to that Cold War. A Second imperative would 
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be the Space Race and the Race to the Moon that was suggested by President 
John F. Kennedy — a brilliant feat of peaceful Real-Politik that would lay the 
foundation to the peaceful resolution of the Cold War, that and the election 


of a Polish Cleric as Pope John Paul II. 


In the Second Cold War which has already begun has five contending 
Superpowers (the US, Russia, China, India and the Europeans) it may very 
well be information and influence that is central to this twilight struggle. It is 
worth noting that three of those superpowers are economic powerhouses, 
while the two others have never fully achieved their economic potential. 
The Second Cold War may ultimately be a struggle between political 
philosophies — democracy and authoritarianism, not between armies and 
arms. I will share some more thoughts about this Second Cold War later in 


this book. 


Before then let me start at a point and work outwards. I had to make some 


decisions early on in this pandemic so as to improve my chances of survival. 


I myself work at several jobs. Having several things to keep me busy is 
necessary to not only pay my way through life, but to stay alive. I need to 
keep myself active and creative. Sure Vancouver is an expensive city to live 
in, but there are many other cities around the world that are expensive as 


well ... New York, Tokyo, Shanghai, London, Paris ... 


Vancouver is a Cosmopolitan city but not yet as cultured as these other 


much older cities. In some sense living in Vancouver is sacere — a blessing 
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and a curse. It is a blessing because it is such a beautiful metropolis, but it is 
also a curse. If you pay close attention you may notice me mention several 
of the curses. I have already mentioned one ... Vancouver is an expensive 


city to live in. 


If I were bed ridden or took ill for whatever reason I have no one who I can 
turn to. In a real sense, because of my own physical limitations, I walk a 
high wire act that were I to let my concentration lapse for even a split second 


I might tumble off to my misfortune or even succumb to the pandemic. 


Chapter Ten: The Need for Better Data 


We are both fortunate and misfortunate to live in the internet era. There is 
almost instantaneous access to information in the internet age, but how does 
one filter out the bad from the good, when it comes to information? The 
scientist in me describes this as the noise to signal ratio: the noise to signal 


ratio is rather high! 


I guess the first thing we might ask is a definition for bad versus good news. 
Are we thinking about sad versus happy news, or are we asking about 
erroneous from valid information? Then there is the question of false news. 
One rather disturbing trend is the false news being fabricated in a 
premeditated fashion by offshore hackers such as Cozy Bear and the many 
dozen warrens like them. As we slip into another Cold War surely the 


President of Russia understands that his friends at Cozy Bear are the ones 
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pushing us all into peril. The little rabbits in these warrens earn their keep 


by hopping the fence and stealing other people's carrots. 


Think of how productive the Russian economy would be if these hackers 
were doing something useful with their time and effort. Surely President 
Putin understands that it was not merely the authoritarianism of the Soviet 
era but its inherent economic inefficiencies that brought down the Soviet 
Union. As long as bright and capable young people waste their talents as 
hackers, Russia will forever remain a 19" century country out of step with 
the 21" century. Perhaps one day these young hackers will come to their 
senses and realize the best years of their lives has been wasted propping up a 


bunch of Soviet style autocrats ... 


The false news aside, say you download a dozen stories about COVID-19 
from the internet. How does one filter out the erroneous information from 
the valid (that is a measure of good from bad isn’t it)? For instance, how 
many stories tell you the Covid-19 mortality breakdown by region, age or 
gender? How many internet stories merely provide you with recycled news 


compared to scientific fact? 


Mortality has been in the forefront of many peoples’ minds as the Covid-19 
pandemic spread throughout the world. A detailed and worldwide tally of 
infections and mortality has been ongoing at several website such as 
WORLDOMETER. Early on I would from time to time visit the WHO 
website, but since February I had only periodically visited the WHO 
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website. I am somewhat skeptical as to whether they know what they are 


doing. I will explain why later. 


The Government of Canada has on a weekly basis provided a breakdown by 
Provinces, and the Provinces have to some degree provided more 
information, but it is hard to find information say about how mortality in 
Vancouver compares to the Province as a whole, or say the North Shore 
(where I live) compared to the rest of Vancouver. This information is 


available to Public Health Officials, but not publicly available. 


I notice that down in the states, a part from the Center for Disease Control 
(CDC) and a handful of states, the state of affairs in the United States are far 
from united. Within the United Kingdom, it appears somewhat better that 
that of the US but not as well coordinated as Canada. In both the United 
States and the UK the Covid-19 pandemic has taken a greater toll of their 


citizens. 


A comparative measure is the reported cases per million and the mortality 


per million (as of 3 August, 2020): 


Country Reported Cases Mortality per 
per Million Millions 
United States 14,676 480 
United Kingdom 4,500 680 
Canada 3,098 237 
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The scientist in me notices the following based on the published numbers: 


Country Mortality per 
Reported Case 
United States 3.3 4 
United Kingdom 15.1 4 
Canada 7.7 % 


Before you start running around yelling “the sky is falling the sky is falling” 
like Chicken Little, this serves as a reminder how hard it is to compare, 


apples, to oranges to bananas. 


It turns out that for the Community of Nations we have the following data: 


Reported Mortality per | Mortality per 


Cases per Millions Reported Case 
Million 
Community of 2364 89.4 3.8 % 


Nations 


In the case of Canada and the UK it is evident that the number of reported 
cases is actually far less than the number of people infected with Covid-19. 
It has difficult to peg down actual numbers of infected people as most who 


come down with Covid-19 are asymptotic and only are mildly afflicted, and 


do recover. 
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Before you again run around and claim the sky is falling the sky is falling, 
you Should realize that not all people who get Covid-19 will die, and that the 
vast majority who do are aged people with pre existing medical conditions 


like heart disease, or diabetes, or affinity to smoking and the like. 


A recent article in the Journal of American Medical Association Open 
Network by Dr. Jeremy Faust has shown a sobering comparison to the 1918 


Spanish Flu mortality in New York compared to the 2019 Covid-19: 


Figure. Deaths in New York City During the 1918 HINI Influenza Pandemic and the Coronavirus Disease 2019 
(COVID-19) Pandemic and During the Preceding Years of Both Pandemics 


[A] Deaths, ail cause (New York City, 1918 HINI peak [E] Deaths, all cause (New York City, COVID-19 outbreak 

and corresponding periods, 1914-1917) and corresponding periods, 2017-2019) 
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It is the surplus mortality that is worth noting. In 1918 compared to 1917 we 
see a ratio of 280 deaths per week to 100 or 2.8. In the 2020 to 2019 ratio 


we see 200 death per week to 50 or Four Times that usual annual rate. 
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Early on in this Pandemic this was the matter that not only caught my 
attention but also told me that the Covid-19 pandemic may be widespread 


and severe. 


Here in Canada, as well as much of the industrialized world, there have been 
public closures of schools and other gathering places. There have been 
social distancing reguirements and in some cases civil liberties have been 
suspended to some extent. It would be so much easier to garner and retain 
public support for such practices if more regional information was available, 


as opposed to national or Provincial measures. 


Fortunate for my neighbors and I an award winning local news paper The 
North Show News, has earned their place by keeping residents on the North 
Shore informed about the number and localities of the Covid-19 mortalities 
across the North Shore. As I have mentioned some of the first deaths in 


Canada due to Covid-19 occurred just up the road from where I live. 


There has also been several wonderful instructional websites such as 
KURZGESAGT, which ran a very detailed and informative eight and a half 
minute video about Covid-19 that was put together in record time and aired 
in the spring of 2020. Much of the genome to the original Covid-19 virus 
was deciphered by the end of December 2019. The mutations to the 
original Covid-19 virus have also been mapped out as it has moved across 


the globe. 
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I love to tease the pretentiousness out of my biologist friends by reminding 
them that all the eguipment they use to do their assays and assessments were 
built by physicists, right down to the computers they use, and the 
semiconductors in the CPU's. Where would the world be without the 
internet ... invented by physicists at CERN and several accelerator facilities 


like TRIUMF in Vancouver. 


When you are young death is an abstraction. As you get older you 
experience it at arm’s length as grandparents age, or aunts and uncles in your 


extended family pass away. 


Sometimes someone close to you in a special way passes away. Before I 
was five years old death was introduced to me in a very personal way. I had 
a friend the same age who came into my life, brought me great joy, then 
disappeared forever. She was my first love and most lasting love — she was 


My First Crush: 


“My neighbour was a girl my age and fun to play with. We shared an 
interest in picture books. I remember her pleasant smile and her 
giggle, and her blue eyes and her curly red hair. We could not wait 


to enter first grade. 


But sadly she would not make it. One day she went away to the 
hospital. When she came home I knew something was wrong. But 
neither she nor her parents would say what. My once energetic and 


happy friend now had neither energy nor happiness. 
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One day I snuck over to see her. She was asleep. I thought my prized 
teddy bear would bring her good luck and tucked it into bed beside 


her. She took it with her to the hospital. She never came home. 


The time between her diagnosis and her demise was eight months. It 


was a childhood leukemia that took her. 


Her parents, on their return from the hospital were overcome with 
grief. They asked me if I wanted my teddy bear back. I said no. I 


wanted her to have it, to play with it in heaven. 


She was buried with my teddy bear.” 


I wrote this short remembrance and submitted it on 30 January 2017 to 
Pique Magazine in Whistler, BC, for their Valentine’s Competition — My 
First Crush. 


I won one of the prizes worth $ 700 and decided to donate it to the 
Emergency Room Nurses at Lions Gate Hospital in North Vancouver in 
remembrance of my childhood friend. She received palliative care at 
Edmonton General Hospital under the supervision of my uncle. In the 
1960’s effective treatments for childhood acute lymphoblastic leukemia 


(ALL) were yet to be developed. 
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Scientists are still uncertain what causes childhood ALL. There seems to be 
a small genetic predisposition, but there also seems to be a even stronger 
correlation to babies who are not exposed to normal biome of their 
surroundings and as a result their immune systems do not have a chance to 


develop and sensitize themselves to their surroundings. 


It seems that as children our immune systems need to occasionally be kicked 
into us so that it is healthy and functions properly. It is not good to raise a 
child in a “clean bubble” and not give their immune system a chance to 
function even for low grade. Recently while doing some background 
research on Covid-19 I came across a Science Daily article from May 21, 
2018 which features an oncologist Dr. Greaves who explained that in his 
measure: 

“... early infection is beneficial to prime the immune system, but 


later infection in the absence of earlier priming can trigger leukemia. 


Professor Greaves suggests that childhood leukemia, in common with 
type I diabetes, other autoimmune diseases and allergies, might be 
preventable if a child's immune system is properly ‘primed’ in the first 
year of life -- potentially sparing children the trauma and life-long 


consequences of chemotherapy.” 


My five year old friend had been raised as an only child by a type-A mother 
that perhaps thought she was doing her daughter a good deed by bathing her 


three times a day, changing her clothes three times a day and doting over her 
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and not letting her go outside and “play” with the other children. Her 


mother was a neat-a-holic and tried to keep her daughter in a sterile bubble. 


It was the sad task of my uncle the chief surgeon at Edmonton General 
Hospital to explain to the desperate parents that nothing could be done 
except palliative care and that their daughter’s own immune was killing her 


blood producing marrow cells, and to also explain them perhaps why. 


To relieve her pain morphia was administered and as her parents kneeled 
and prayed next to her bed each holding a hand my friend was was lifted into 
the arms of God. One day I hope to hug her again if I am fortunate enough 


to be welcomed into heaven. 


After my little friend passed away the parents went through months of 
personal torment, then separated and eventually divorced. It seemed the 
father wanted his daughter to explore and enjoy the world in its fullest while 
her mother had kept her in a bubble. Neither of them ever remarried nor had 
children thinking it was perhaps their seed that had sow their beautiful 
child’s misfortune. 


Three years after the loss of my friend, and when I was ill with the Hong 
Kong Flu, while he was doing a house visit for me I asked my uncle about 


her death. 


He sat down on the edge of my bed and in his wisdom and kindness he 


shared with me his Catholic philosophy of life and death. “In death your 
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body ceases to function but your soul continues to live on. She was 
suffering in life but now she feels no pain. She was brave and righteous and 


now exists in heaven.” 


For a moment I pondered the meaning “exist” then I asked my uncle “am I 


going to die too?” 


He took out his thermometer, flicked it a few times to draw the mercury 
down and them placed it in my mouth. When I was about to ask him again 
he said “shhh, don't speak.” For a moment we both sat silently and then he 
removed the thermometer from my mouth and smiled. “Your temperature 


has gone down ... no, you are not going to die today!” 


I was so nervous and wound up I let out a giant sigh. 


“I have something for you” my uncle smiled and gave me a book out of his 
giant black doctor’s bag. “I am just loaning this to you.” I look at the title. 
It was a compilation of stories by Ernest Hemingway. I leaned over and 


looked into his bag. It was a jumble of doctor’s stuff. 


He poked my nose lovingly with his finger and then started to pack away his 
things and turned once again to me. “You know your parents were thinking 


of naming you after Hemingway, but they changed their minds.” 
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This was a revelation to me. I cringed thinking I might have been named 
Ernie. “Oh” I said “...but why?” I tried to feign indifference and smiled 


nervously. 


“When your father was waiting for your arrival in the waiting room he 
happened to be reading a National Geographic Magazine with an article 
about Ireland. John Kennedy was the newly elected President of the United 
States and the theme of the day were ‘things Irish.” Your father read that St. 
Patrick was the patron Saint of the Irish. I happened to enter the waiting 
room when he was reading about the section of the article about St. Patrick 
to tell him of your delivery and about your perilous health and he looked 
down at the Magazine and then back up at me and said that Patrick would be 


a better name for his son than Ernie.” 


“I am so glad ...” 


He packed away the last of his doctor stuff and stood up “Feeling better ... 


slugger?” 
I nodded. 
You might enjoy the story a Day’s Wait, and perhaps a bit rudely I was 
already diving into the book as he took his leave. If you don’t know the 


story here it is: 


“A Day’s Wait” by Ernest Hemingway 
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He came into the room to shut the windows while we were still in bed and I 


saw he looked ill. He was shivering, his face was white, and he walked 


slowly as though it ached to move. 


“What's the matter, Schatz?’ 


‘I’ve got a headache.’ 


“You better go back to bed.’ 


‘No, I’m all right.’ 


“You go to bed. l’Il see you when I'm dressed.’ 


But when I came downstairs he was dressed, sitting by the fire, looking a 


very sick and miserable boy of nine years. When I put my hand on his 


forehead I knew he had a fever. 


“You go up to bed,’ I said, “you're sick.” 


‘I’m all right,’ he said. 


When the doctor came he took the boy’s temperature. 


‘What is it?’ I asked him. 
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“One hundred and two.’ 


Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines in different colored 
capsules with instructions for giving them. One was to bring down the fever, 
another a purgative, the third to overcome an acid condition. The germs of 
influenza can only exist in an acid condition, he explained. He seemed to 
know all about influenza and said there was nothing to worry about if the 
fever did not go above one hundred and four degrees. This was a light 


epidemic of flu and there was no danger if you avoided pneumonia. 


Back in the room I wrote the boy’s temperature down and made a note of the 


time to give the various capsules. 

‘Do you want me to read to you?’ 

‘All right. If you want to,’ said the boy. His face was very white and there 
were dark areas under his eyes. He lay still in bed and seemed very detached 
from what was going on. I read aloud from Howard Pyle’s Book of Pirates; 
but I could see he was not following what I was reading. 


‘How do you feel, Schatz?’ I asked him. 


‘Just the same, so far,’ he said. 
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I sat at the foot of the bed and read to myself while I waited for it to be time 
to give another capsule. It would have been natural for him to go to sleep, 
but when I looked up he was looking at the foot of the bed, looking very 
strangely. 


“Why don't you try to go to sleep? I'll wake you up for the medicine.’ 
‘I’d rather stay awake.’ 


After a while he said to me, ‘You don’t have to stay here with me, Papa, if it 


bothers you.’ 
‘It doesn’t bother me.’ 
‘No, I mean you don’t have to stay if it’s going to bother you.’ 


I thought perhaps he was a little light-headed and after giving him the 


prescribed capsule at eleven o’clock I went out for a while. 


It was a bright, cold day, the ground covered with a sleet that had frozen so 
that it seemed as if all the bare trees, the bushes, the cut brush and all the 
grass and the bare ground had been varnished with ice. I took the young Irish 
setter for a little walk up the road and along a frozen creek, but it was 
difficult to stand or walk on the glassy surface and the red dog slipped and 
slithered and fell twice, hard, once dropping my gun and having it slide over 


the ice. We flushed a covey of quail under a high clay bank with 
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overhanging brush and killed two as they went out of sight over the top of 
the bank. Some of the covey lit the trees, but most of them scattered into 
brush piles and it was necessary to jump on the ice-coated mounds of brush 
several times before they would flush. Coming out while you were poised 
unsteadily on the icy, springy brush they made difficult shooting and killed 
two, missed five, and started back pleased to have found a covey close to the 


house and happy there were so many left to find on another day. 


At the house they said the boy had refused to let anyone come into the room. 


“You can’t come in,” he said. “You mustn’t get what I have.’ 


I went up to him and found him in exactly the position I had left him, white- 


faced, but with the tops of his cheeks flushed by the fever, staring still, as he 


had stared, at the foot of the bed. I took his temperature. 


‘What is it?’ 


‘Something like a hundred,’ I said. It was one hundred and two and four 


tenth. 


‘It was a hundred and two,’ he said. 


“Who said so?’ 


‘The doctor.’ 
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“Your temperature is all right,” I said. It's nothing to worry about.” 


‘I don’t worry,” he said, “but I can’t keep from thinking.’ 


“Don't think,’ I said. “Just take it easy.” 


‘I’m taking it easy,’ he said and looked straight ahead. He was evidently 
holding tight onto himself about something. 


‘Take this with water.’ 


“Do you think it will do any good?’ 


‘Of course it will.’ 


I sat down and opened the Pirate book and commenced to read, but I could 


see he was not following, so I stopped. 


“About what time do you think I’m going to die?’ he asked. 


“What? 


“About how long will it be before I die?’ 


“You aren't going to die. What's the matter with you?” 
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Oh, yes, I am. I heard him say a hundred and two.' 


“People don't die with a fever of one hundred and two. That's a silly way to 


talk.” 


‘I know they do. At school in France the boys told me you can’t live with 
fortyfour degrees. I've got a hundred and two.” 


He had been waiting to die all day, ever since nine o’clock in the morning. 
“You poor Schatz,’ I said. “Poor old Schatz. It's like miles and kilometers. 


You aren’t going to die. That's a different thermometer. On that 


thermometer thirty-seven is normal. On this kind it's ninety-eight.’ 


“Are you sure?’ 


‘Absolutely,’ I said. ‘It’s like miles and kilometers. You know, like how 


many kilometers we make when we do seventy in the car?” 


‘Oh,’ he said. But his gaze at the foot of his bed relaxed slowly. The hold 
over himself relaxed too, finally, and the next day it was very slack and he 


cried very easily at little things that were of no importance. 
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Chapter Eleven: A great debt to the Grocery Store Manager 


This morning something rather disturbing happened to me at the local 
grocery store. It was a form of vigilantism that is characteristic of other 
countries, but not Canada. Our maybe it is the sign of the next stage of the 
pandemic here in Canada — a sort of second wave — but a psychological 
wave due to stress and strain. What is the expression: we are only three 


sguare meals away from total chaos. 


It was a sunny Saturday around 1:30 and I had just completed my grocery 
purchase when I noticed a woman doing something odd. She had finished 
her purchase and the next person in line behind her was being served. She 
pulled out her cell phone and was taking a sweeping video of the people at 
the six check-outs of the store, including me clear across the store, then 
stepped back into the checkout lane. There were forty people she filmed, 


including families with their young children. 


The grocery store is private property and has a “no filming policy.” As she 
pointed her cell phone at me I covered my face with my hand. She had not 
asked my permission to film me so I walked over and asked her to stop 
filming me and the people in line. I was two meters away from her when I 
spoke to her and yet she told me to ‘back off.” I told her that that this was 
private property and she did not have the consent to film the people in line in 


this store. 
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She was rude a second time then said she is sending the video to the North 
Shore News. This was witnessed by perhaps forty people. I told her if she 
did this I would sue her. She grabbed her things and dashed out the door 
obviously intent to do her mischief, even though what she had done was 


unlawful. 


It was a busy Saturday afternoon and there were a number of people waiting 
to pay for their groceries and be on their way. They were, for the most part, 
doing social distancing. In fact by stepping back into the line when her 
purchase was done when she should have gone on her way she had passed 
within a meter of a family with several young children. In fact she was not 


following the social distancing requirements. 


I went on my way out the door and was on my way home and happened to 
pass across the drive way from her (a good three meters over) and told he 
what she had done breached the law. I told her I was one of the Godfather’s 
of The Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms (Senator Perrault and I 
draft the Preamble to the Charter ... a belief in God and the rule of law). 


I told her she had violated the Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms by 
filming these people in a private place without their consent, and if she had 
any issues with the store she should talk with the store manager or should 


take it up with the manager of the store or the Health officer. 


She was tall and slim with grey hair and wearing red rimmed glasses. She 


was in her forties and yet wore a shoddy black blouse and a shoddy pair of 
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jeans. Standing next to her was her side-kick a short lady in an ill fitting 


white dress and knobby knees. Here were Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum. 


My sixth sense told me that they were perhaps two middle school teachers, 
probably in the Social Sciences, or something along such an ilk. She had 
that “know it all” self-importance that only a self-important teacher might 
have. If she had a science background she would have understood the proper 
procedure and had talked with the store manager. I sense she has been 
indoctrinated to view politics before anything else, even good medical 


science Or public policy. 


Five times this conceited lady was asked to act properly, politely and 


appropriately and each time instead she responded in a hateful way. 


In fact she told me to “F$%k off.” 


These two words she spouted were hateful, disrespectful and meant to 


demean. 


There is a section in the Criminal Code of Canada that outlines hate and a 
hate crime. It is article 319 of the Criminal Code. It was obvious she was 
not interested in acting in an appropriate way. It was obvious she was being 


hateful. 


I turned around and walked away and when she and her friend had made off 


I returned to the store and had a chat with the store manager. She is a hard 
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working person who I have thanked her a number of times for her kindness 
and compassion and the dedication she has shown to her patrons during the 


Covid-19. 


I explained what had happened and she asked me where and when. We 
walked over to where the little drama had begun in her store and the 
manager said she would be able to spot the woman in the store cameras. I 
told her that this lady had threatened to go to the press with a complaint, 
probably about ‘social distancing’ ... but that I had suggested she go instead 


to talk with you, the store manager. 


I told the manager that if there was any “blow back” from this character I 
would stand beside her and the store. People like the store manager and her 
staff have been on the front lines of this pandemic, as much as doctors, 
nurses, bus drivers, our constabulary We owe these people a great debt. 


We should be respectful of what they do and why they do it. 


Such little dramas are probably being repeated at many other places in 
Canada and throughout the world. It is a sort of psychological infection that 
may take a last toll on both democracy and society as a whole. Social 
distancing has taken its toll as has the stress and strain of dealing with 


possible infection and possible mortality. 


Here’s a news article about why we should be thankful for the people here in 
Canada and elsewhere in the world who have been on “the front lines”. It is 


an article by an American in Canada published on 6 August, 2020 
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I am in Canada where the COVID Police are Watching 


by Doyle McManu 


For two weeks, we waited for the pandemic police to come. 


In mid-July, my wife and I headed on vacation to a rustic cabin her father 


built 65 years ago on a small lake north of Toronto. 


Most Americans can’t visit Canada these days. Because of the coronavirus 


threat, both countries have closed their borders to nonessential traffic. 


But my spouse is a dual U.S.-Canadian citizen, so we were allowed in — as 


long as we agreed to quarantine ourselves for 14 days. 


Not a symbolic, wear-a-mask-and-keep-your-distance-but-go-about-your- 
business quarantine; a real one — no venturing beyond the cabin and the 


dock. No shopping trips, no long walks, no visitors. 


And no swimming in the lake — a question I rashly asked one of the public 


health officers who telephoned almost every day to check on us. 


“Tm sorry, but no,” he said. “It’s a public lake. You might run into someone 


out there. And if you got into trouble, someone would have to fish you out.” 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 309 Fall 2021 


“Tm really sorry,” he added. He sounded like he meant it. 


But he also reminded me that the Ontario Provincial Police could show up at 
any time to make sure we weren't breaking the rules — and that we could be 


fined the eguivalent of U.S. $206 to $1,125. 


He wasn’t kidding. In June, two Ontario men who violated quarantine after a 
visit to Minnesota were each fined about U.S. $850. Seven Americans who 
took an unauthorized hike in Banff National Park were each fined about U.S. 


$900. 


It's one reason Canada is doing so much better in this pandemic than we are: 


Unlike Americans, they set tough rules — and mostly obey them. 


The U.S. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention set guidelines to help 
governors decide when it was safe to reopen their states for business. But 
President Trump urged governors to ignore those rules, and many did — 


producing COVID-19 outbreaks across more than half the country. 


That didn’t happen in Canada. Just as in the United States, most decision- 
making on health is at the level of provinces, not the federal government led 
by Prime Minister Justin Trudeau. But Trudeau urged caution, not 
recklessness, and provincial leaders followed suit — even those from the 


opposition Conservative Party. 
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The result: The United States has suffered almost twice as many COVID-19 


deaths as Canada on a per capita basis. 


Canada’s response to the crisis hasn’t been perfect. Its two biggest 
provinces, Ouebec and Ontario, saw severe outbreaks in April and May. A 
wave of infections swept through nursing homes, claiming some 7,000 dead, 


about 80% of the country’s total. 


Ouebec, which allowed bars to reopen in June, may have acted a little early, 


the province suffered a mini-outbreak in July. 


But elsewhere, reopening has been more deliberate. Toronto, the country’s 
largest city, allowed bars and restaurants to resume indoor service — with 


lots of spacing — only last week. 


As a result, the epidemic’s spread has slowed. Canada reported 3,043 new 
cases last week; California, whose population is only slightly larger, 


reported more than 55,000. 


It’s hard to avoid giving some credit to the elusive notion of national 
character: Canadians — unlike Americans — pride themselves on being a 


nation that generally follows the rules. 


Last month, when Major League Baseball asked Trudeau’s government to 
relax the quarantine regulations to allow U.S. teams to enter Canada to play 


against the Toronto Blue Jays, the government refused — and exiled the 
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Blue Jays to play out the season in the United States. It's hard to imagine 


any U.S. politician doing that to a hometown team. 


“Americans celebrate independence, individualism, personal liberty; many 
distrust government [and] resent politicians,” columnist Andrew Cohen 
wrote in the Ottawa Citizen. “Canadians accept big government, which is 


how we built the social welfare state.... We defer to authority.” 


Last week, Trudeau unveiled a government-sponsored smartphone app that 
will notify users if someone they’ve been in contact with tests positive for 


COVID-19. More than a million Canadians downloaded it within three days. 


In the United States, the proposed use of contact-tracing apps has sparked 
furious debate over invasions of privacy. In Canada, the main controversy 
has been that the app works only for those with up-to-date Apple or Android 


phones, so low-income people and the elderly may not have access. 


Canada does have anti-government skeptics, of course. Anti-mask crusaders 
held small protests in Toronto and Montreal. But they attracted only a 
handful of supporters — and they didn’t get public backing from any major 


politician. 


From what we could see, mask-wearing appears almost universal in cities 
and small towns. And businesses are diligent about requiring patrons to 


sanitize their hands when they enter. I discovered that when I walked into a 
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liguor store and forgot to sanitize; an elderly clerk chased me down the aisle 


with a spray bottle in her hand. 


Alas, the pandemic police never showed up to inspect us during our 14-day 
guarantine. They relied on our sense of civic responsibility — and those 


threats of giant fines — to keep us in line. 


But that’s the point. 


Canada hasn’t needed heroic or draconian measures beyond an initial 
lockdown to get the pandemic under control. All it needed was a set of 
sensible rules — and, crucially, a consensus across political parties that the 


rules were there to be followed. 


That path was available to the United States, too. It’s a shame we didn’t take 
it. 


Chapter Twelve: Catching up on my Reading 


While I was recovering from the Hong Kong Flu I read through the entire 
book of Hemingway short stories that my uncle lent me. Today, in coping 
with Covid-19 I find myself catching up in my reading as well. I am also 


reminiscing about the other things I did to pass away the time in 1968. 


Some of the other books I read in 1968 including Mathematics for the 


Millions by Lancelot Hogben as well as Mathematics in Everyday Things by 
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William Vergara. I would later find out that Hogben wrote his book while 
he was in hospital recovering from a major illness. In one direct read that 
spanned two weeks I read these two books and did all the mathematics I 


could. 


In the Vergara book I would also be introduced to how the speed of light 
was first determined astronomically by Rohmer the Astronomer. In some 
sense these two books launched my interest in mathematics and astronomy, 
that and the Space Race between the United States and the Soviet Union to 


the moon. 


While I was sick in bed with the Hong Kong Flu the brave crew of Apollo 8 
made their epic circumlunar Christmas Day, which was a Wednesday. 
Earlier that same week, on their second day of their adventure, I remember 
watching the Ed Sullivan Show and enjoying my favorite television 


character ... Topo Gigio. 


I tried with my new math skills to plot the Apollo 8 trajectory to the moon 
and to calculate things like the period of their orbit around the moon. It was 
fun but I guickly figured why they used computers at NASA to do this type 


of work. 


It was my uncle who brought me Mathematics for the Millions. It was a 
book that he had had since he was ten years old. I returned both the 
Hemingway and Hogben back to my uncle when I had finished reading 


them. 
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Fig. 4:Topo Gigio (Ed Sullivan Show, 1968) 


A few weeks later my uncle would bring me a brand new copy of 
Mathematics: Its Magic and Mastery by Aaron Bakst. It was the third 
printing of this book (1941, 1952 and 1967). He had read it in high school. 
I read it from cover to cover. It was a more difficult book to understand than 
the other two books. It took me several weeks and my head was spinning by 
the time I had finished reading Bakst. Even today Mathematics: Its Magic 
and Mastery holds a prominent place in my collection of books and I use 


some of its contents to teach mathematics. 


I had a new found appetite to read things, and not just anything, but adult 
things. I had grown tired of children’s books. I had heard my parents once 
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argue over the Ian Fleming books my father had, which my mother did not 
like my father reading. The books had too much of “you know what ...’ 
While no one was looking I snuck down into our basement and opened my 
father’s old travel trunk, inside of which were hidden away an entire 


collection of Ian Fleming novels. 


I snagged the novel From Russia with Love, hid it away from my parent’s 
view and then secretly read that excellent novel over the space of several 
days. There were plenty of adult words in that book. The old Oxford 
dictionary we had was well used that week. When the film From Russia 
with Love starring Sean Connery was on television that month I pleaded with 
my parents and they allowed me to watch all the film ... except the bedroom 


SCENE. 


I also borrowed indefinitely my father’s Calculus textbook by an M.IT. 
professor, (Philips I think his name was), from the battered travel trunk and 
began a struggling study of the subject. At the beginning it was like learning 
ancient Greek. It was like learning a new language (and this is how Leibnitz 
the famous polymath would approach calculus ... as a language). But I 
persevered. Within a few years I was an expert of both Infinitesimal and 
Integral Calculus, but during the next few years would turn out to be a long, 


solitary journey with many steep sloping hills. 


Even when reading Mathematics for the Millions there were moments when 
I thought only God could have invented mathematics! For instance, in the 


chapter describing How Logarithms were Discovered (Chapter Ten of the 
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1943 edition I was reading) I discovered the delights how one could replace 
the tedium of multiplication by the ease of addition. Should I remind you 
that there was an era before calculators when you had to do long 
multiplication and long division ... using nothing but paper and pencil? If 
you graduated from high school before the end of the 1970’s you know what 
I mean. Today you can buy a sophisticated calculator for under five dollars 
(the first ones by Texas Instruments cost a hundred of dollars!). The first 
modern calculator would arrive in the stores in the 1980's a good decade 
after the Hong Kong Flu. The Casio came along and well now the same 


calculator goes for around twenty dollars. 


One of the mathematical technigues I learned while convalescing in 1968 
that I still use guite often is finding either a power-law or an exponential 
relationships. I have been using this technigue to analyze the Covid-19 data 
for Canada and determined when the first wave would reach a peak. I 
passed my estimate along to the Canadian Government, the BC Government 
as well the Foreign and Commonwealth Office in London. Then ... wait for 
it... the Province of BC decided to loosen some of the pandemic restrictions 
and sure enough there is the beginnings of a second wave (as of today there 


are 4,400 people who have been infected with 3,600 recovered): 
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British Columbia 


Count of total cases 


Reporting date 


The economy of BC as well as the rest of Canada cannot remain under 
restriction forever. As of today for Canada, we find over 122,000 with 


110,000 recovered. 


Canada 


Count of total cases 


Reporting date 


Of the 120,000 cases in Canada 100,000 have been in just two Provinces 
Ontario and Quebec — this is nearly 85 % of the cases, yet these two 
Provinces only constitute 62 % of the population of Canada. Why the 


surplus of cases in Ontario and Quebec? Perhaps it is because the citizens 
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of these two Provinces have tried to get on with their lives — thinking it was 
safe to do so. Interestingly enough mist of the large cluster of cases center 
around a handful of gatherings in pubs, bars and night clubs, as well as large 


family gatherings and some illicit summer parties. 


You notice the difference in the tails of both graphs? In the case of Canada 
as a whole the tail is flattening out while the tail for BC is on the ascension. 
It seems that after July 1“ (which is Canada Day — the celebration of the 
creation of the Dominion of Canada in 1867) people figured it was safe to 
get on with their summers. After July 1" the infection rate in BC took a 
jump to 2.7 times the weekly average of a month prior. The key number to 


watch will of course be the mortality rate. 


Now that fall is just around the corner and the decision has been made that 
students here in BC are to return to school in September, how are we to 
model the future here in BC? The manner in which they are to return to 
school is still being sorted out. They will return in groups of 30 or 60 
students known as cohorts. They will return for just a handful of days each 


week on a rotating basis. 


But as I have pointed out the major risk is not to the students but to their 


teachers and administrators who are in a far higher risk category. 


From age 10 to 30 the risk of succumbing to Covid-19 is about 1 in 2 
million. From 31 to 40 it is about 1 in 1 million. From 41 to 50 it is about 2 


in 1 million. From 41 to 50 it is about 4 in 1 million. From 51 to 60 it is 
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about 12 in 1 million. From 61 to 70 it is about 25 in 1 million. From 71 to 


80 it is about 200 in 1 million. Graphically what we see is this: 


Mortality per Million vs age 
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Fig. 5: Mortality per Million and Age 


About 90 percent of the 9,000 Covid-19 deaths in Canada from 1 Feb. 2020 
to 15 August 2020 were among people sixty years or older. It is worth 
noting that most of these people also had additional health issues like heart 
disease, pulmonary issues, had diabetes or were obese. People who are aged 


and are in good health have fared better in coping with Covid-19. 


It turns out it is the same thing for younger people. 


Chapter Thirteen: And What About School? 
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But what about going back to school then? Presently I teach students math 
and science. I have been super busy doing “distant learning” teaching during 
their hiatus from school. During the last six months parents have kept them 
indoors or under direct supervision. Many of the students I work with have 
told me their parents do not want them to return to school again in 


September until the Covid-19 pandemic is over. 


The parents don't just fear for the safety of their children. They also fear 
that the virus will be brought into their homes when their children return 
from school! The parents are in a higher risk category compared to their 


children. 


In 1968 the schools stayed open and the students who were suspected of 
having the Hong Kong Flu were told to say home until they had been given a 
clean bill of health from a doctor. I was stuck in bed at home for four long 
weeks. So were several of my classmates, including the girl I suspect gave 
me the flu in the first place. She was an Italian girl who had come back 


from a trip to Florence to visit family. Sounds familiar? 


Over the past eight months ... over eighty-percent of the Covid-19 cases 
came into Canada from Europe. Plus gue ca changes, plus gue c’est la 
meme chose! In actual fact on a weighted sum the greatest single source of 
Covid-19 cases in Canada are the five percent of cases from Iran which 
represents a mere 1.5 percent of international travel. The rate of 
transmission from Iran into Canada is nearly three times that from any other 


source. 
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In typical fashion the stated numbers that are officially released by the 
Iranian Government is suspect and appear to be at least 50 % lower than 
actual values. The smoking gun is the stated ratio of male to female 
mortality in Iran which is officially 1 to 1. In most other Arab states it is 
closer to 1.7 to 1. All things being equal the unofficial numbers in Iran may 
be between 1.4 to 1.7 the official numbers whether it is the infection 


numbers or the mortality numbers. 


There is a similar problem with the ‘official’ numbers from the People’s 
Republic of China. There are very few people both within the PRC and 
outside that believe the ‘official’? numbers which as of today is 84, 827 
infected and 4,634 dead. As of today the actual numbers can be estimated to 
be closer to 6 million infected (with a 60 percent recovery) and 300,000 
excess mortality (excess about the mortality measured a year ago) assuming 


a mortality rate of 5 percent (which is a world-wide average). 


What the medical officials in the PRC have been told to do is obscure their 
‘excess mortality” by distributing the numbers among many ‘singular 
causes' such as cardiopulmonary disease, diabetes, pneumonia, etc ... so that 
in each category it would appear as an excess of perhaps 20 % but does not 


appear as a gross excess due to one specific cause. 


In the rest of the world the excess death due to Covid-19 is considered a 
gross excess ... I guess it is a questions of apples and lemons. Sure they are 


both fruit, but one is more acceptable than another. 
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Well ... back to my Italian friend who might have given me the Hong Kong 


Flu. Her name was Olivia but we called her Liv for short. 


In the fall I did visit Liv's home once when I helped to carry something 
heavy for her, what it was I can't remember. It was a few days after a parent 
sponsored potluck dinner at school so it might have been a heavy kitchen 


thing like a pot or china dish. 


Liv had small hands and had trouble carrying large objects. If I were to 
meet her today, in middle age, she would probably be maybe 1 metre 6 and 


perhaps at most 100 kg. Yes, I know, lucky her! 


When we arrived at her home I was about to hand the dish over and be on 
my way when she said “Now that you are here, why don't you come in for a 
visit.” Her mother wasn't home when we got there and so she dug out the 
key from under the mat, opened the door and ushered me in. They were 
Italian and the house was strange and exotic to me. The House had an 


inviting smell of Italian and Mediterranean cooking. 


We went into the kitchen first where Liv served up a big dish of spumoni ice 
cream which we both ate out of. Now tell me that's not romantic in a cute 


sort of way. We took the treat back to her room. 


Her bedroom was neat and tidy (not like my room). On the back of her door 


was a poster of the voluptuous Italian film starring Sophia Loren. There was 
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a Catholic cross over her bed. The furniture was traditional white Italian. 
Her bed had a white bedspread with frills (we were careful not to spill any 
ice cream on it). Her wardrobe was open and full of her dresses. She pull 
some things out from under her bed, plopped herself down on it and then 
began to show me some of the neat things that her aunts and uncles sent her 


from “the old country”. 


I remember especially a book of Italian art, which had paintings and 
sculptures of gods and goddesses. The book had landscape, architecture, 
portraits and figures all done by Michelangelo. When I saw a figure of a 
sculpture I flinched but she didn't bat an eye. I must have turned a bright 


red. It was the sculpture of David. I suddenly grew very self conscious. 
“What's wrong?” she asked. I pointed at him. 


“He's not wearing anything.” “So”. This was unexpected and awfully 
forward of her. My face got even redder. I looked up at the clock on her 
night table and rolled off her bed. “I have to go. My mother will be angry I 


am late.” 


I just stood there and she did not move for a moment. Then with a 
disappointed shrug she rolled onto her back and sprung to her feet. “Mama 
mi ah.” She walked me to the front door with the book under her arm. Just 
as I turned to leave she offered me her art book. “You can borrow my book. 


Just give it back to me tomorrow at school.” 
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I didn't want to prolong my stay or make things even more awkward then 
they were, so I opened my knapsack and she tucked the book in. “I am sorry 


... I have upset you.” 


“You haven’t upset me. I am embarrassed.” 


“Why are you embarrassed? It’s just a sculpture. I have seen David you 


know. He’s beautiful. “ 


I was tongue tied. I didn’t know what to say. After a short pause she 
continued “there are some other beautiful pictures in the book. Tomorrow I 


will ask you which one you liked the best.” 


She leaned forward and then did something she had never done before. She 
kissed me on the cheek. I was surprised as she turned her cheek expecting a 
kiss in return. “You are supposed to kiss me back”. A thought this must be 
an Italian thing. I kissed her on the cheek in return. I ran most of the way 


home and sure enough got into trouble for being nearly an hour late. 


I tried to sneak in quietly but the trap had been set. My brother ran to tell 
my mother I was finally home. Well it was so good to have a brother who 


looked after his brat so well (brat by the way is Slavic for brother). 


My mother came out from the kitchen where she had been toiling preparing 
our dinner. I was given the third degree and just as my knapsack was to be 


opened and its contents overturned all onto the floor I ‘fessed up that I had 
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stayed after school in the library until the librarian finally threw me out. 
There would be no checking of my story for the librarian and my mother had 
already had their fill of run ins and so I got off with a stern warning and a 
grounding that would last the rest of the week. “Straight home after school, 


and no dawdling.” 


That night after dinner I excused myself to go to my room to do my 
homework. When I got to my room I left the door just ajar so I could hear 
anyone coming down the hallway (closing the door would have been too 
suspicious,) took out my home work and when I was certain the coast was 
clear I took out the Michelangelo book. For an hour at least I was left 


undisturbed. 


I careful flipped through the book and reveled on the majesty and grandeur 
of the art. When I got to David my face did not grow hot again. It was then 
that I think I understood that it was the context of the moment that saw me 


react the way I did. 


Laying on her bed flipping through the drawings and pictures and then 
coming upon Michelangelo’s creation, which is candidly a tribute to 
manhood, that moment I felt as naked as David, being admired by Liv. I 
closed the book and wondered if she would feel the same way I did if we 


were to sit and admire a female form together. 


The following day at recess Liv and I went into the library and sat in a quiet 


corner. I took her book out of my bag and we started to talk and look at the 
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pictures together. We got to the picture of David and she guickly looked at 
my face. I tried very hard but damn, she got me hot and bothered again. It 


was then that she asked me which picture I enjoyed the most. 


I opened to one of the ceiling paintings in the Sistine Chapel, this one of a 
buxom women and pointing with a finger I said that I found this painting the 
most beautiful in the book. The uncovered woman was surrounded with 
little cherubs. I was turning the tables and sure enough Liv’s face went 
bright red. I guess she did feel the same way. That made me feel strangely 


warm and blissful on the inside. 


Just then the bell rang. Without saying a sound she snatched back the book 
and we walked back to class without saying a thing. All afternoon we 
avoided speaking. Right after school Liv rushed off home. It was a Friday 
and so for all weekend I wondered what was up. Monday morning couldn’t 


come fast enough. 


That weekend I asked my mother about Michelangelo and Renaissance Art. 
She asked me why I was interested. I created a legend (made up a story) 
about an upcoming film on TV about Michelangelo, staring Charleton 


Heston. 


As it would happen something had arrived in the mail the day before last and 
she went to get it. When she opened the box it was a brand new copy of the 


Time-Life book on Leonardo da Vinci, which she handed to be. I dove into 
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the book with a passion (I still have it in my collection and read it from time 


to time). Monday could not come fast enough. 


On Monday Liv seemed to be her cheerful and exuberant self again, but 
more needy than usual that day. After school she asked me to walk home 
with her. I said I couldn't today but maybe in a few days. I told her that I 


had gotten into trouble for getting home late last week. 


She seemed genuinely disappointed. “Maybe we can look at some more art 
together.” I told her that I would like that. Every day that we week retired 


to our corner of the library during recess to enjoy some more renaissance art. 


Everyday that week she also asked for me to walk her home and every time I 
had to say no. By Friday she had given up. Well in fact it turned out that I 
had to go “straight home after school, and no diddling about” that week. 
Yes ... I did spell the d-word properly ... but in its moral or philosophical 


meaning! 


Girls, I know, like to be appreciated, but how far they wanted to be 
appreciated would take me more than just six years to figure out. Far more 
than six years. While it was the 1960’s, I was naïve being a Catholic boy 


and all, and frankly I wasn’t in that great a hurry to grow up. 


There was a girl in our class named Jennifer. We called her Jenn for short. 
Jenn had a crush on me (and well on all boys for that matter ... because she 


expected all boys to have a crush on her). Jenn must have sensed something 
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was up between Liv and I. Girls always do. It didn't take her long to find 


out. Liv opened up to Jenn and Jenn began to play games of her own. 


I, on the other hand, was happy just to be appreciated for my mind, thank 
you. But girls will be girls, and they began to have whispered conversations 
with each other with me in the middle unavoidably listening in. They were 
evidently having fun at my expense. By this early age I had already learned 


to let some things roll down my back. 


If you haven't already figured it out, Halloween is taken really seriously by 
children and don't you forget it. No one can safely come between a child 


and their entitlement for a sugar fix with a chocolate topping. 


In October, starting with a shiver and ending with a huge belch we all 
prepared for Halloween. The conversation was dull to being with. The 


costumes of choice, witches, ghosts and other ghoulishness. 


Until one day, just to be different, Jenn said she was going to dress up as 
Alice from Alice in Wonderland and Liv said she wanted to be her favourite 


actress ... you guessed it, Sophia Loren. 


By the following morning witches, ghosts and ghoulies were out and people, 
real or imaginary were in. In conspiratorial whispers we all traded our 


Halloween secrets and speculated on the hidden desires of our classmates. 
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I honestly can't remember what I dressed up as but I vaguely remember my 


bow tie and my little Macintosh checker vest was part of the outfit. 


The Halloween party we had in our classroom was fun and our teacher well, 
I seem to remember she dressed as Pippy Longstockings. During the party 
we admired each other’s outfits, although I my case they were probably 


being polite. 


Alice from Wonderland, Sophia from Roma and I from the Borough of 
boring sat the games out. We talked art and both Jenn and Liv went out of 
their way to tell me how much they admired Michelangelo’s David. I 


smiled and asked them about the Venus de Milo. 


While Jenn went to get herself more hot chocolate Liv whispered to me and 
said she had something to tell me. I leaned close and in the blink of an eye 
she kissed me right on my lips. After that I felt like my world had changed 


forever ... having been kissed passionately on the lips by Sophia Loren. 
Then Liv sneezed and sniffled. 


Liv was not at school on the following Monday. She was at home with a 
high temperature. By the end of that week I too was in bed with a high fever 


and my uncle would determine it was the Hong Kong Flu. 


I suspect it was Liv who gave me the grippe (which is French and Ol’ 


English for the Flu) which had been brought back from Italy. 
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Chapter Fourteen: Is Nutrition a Key? 


At the worst moment of my Hong Kong Flu all I could do is sleep. I 
vaguely remember that for two days I did nothing more than sleep, getting 


up only to visit the bathroom and to drink some chicken broth. 


While I was ill my paternal grandmother had come to my aid with a big pot 
of home-made chicken soup which she delivered in person and which was 
left to me and only me to consume over several days. Home-made chicken 
soup is actually a good way to replenish your electrolytes ... especially 
sodium. And inside the soup she had put celery and carrots, chopped parsley 
(where she got the parsley in the middle of winter in 1960’s Edmonton she 
never told me) and some pasta and a secret ingredient ... which to this day 
remains a secret! My grandmother took this secret to her grave. I suspect it 
was some brandy or something along that line. Brandy is an age old 


antiseptic. 


AS I got sicker and sicker I noticed that my urine lost its yellow color. That 
was not a good sign my uncle told me ... so on his next visit he brought me 
a big box of Stoned Wheat Thin Crackers made by Christie. He told me to 
consume the whole box if crackers over the next four days. Sure enough the 


yellow came back. 


Many of the millions who died of the Spanish Flu, the Asian Flu and the 


Hong Kong Flu died because they were not taking in the nutrients their 
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bodies needed to remain in a healthy homeostasis. The same thing appears 
to be happening with Covid-19. When your body's immune system is 
fighting an infection it takes first priority in the order of things. Your other 
organ systems take second or third place. I have already shared with you the 
little story about my magnesium deficiency. It seems we also need sodium, 
potassium, calcium and zinc, as well as a plethora of other vitamins and 


trace minerals for our bodies to function in homeostasis. 


If you start to feel sick with Covid-19 talk with a medical health 
practitioner about your nutritional needs, including vitamins and 


minerals. 


As my temperature continued to climb my uncle had talked with my paternal 
grandmother and he started to drop off care packages of fresh leafy green 
vegetables like spinach, and parsley, as well as other vegetables like carrots, 


again just for me. He would later tell me it was for the vitamin A and D. 


Early on in the Covid-18 Pandemic as I studied the infection and mortality 
rates in Spain, Italy and elsewhere in Europe I began to wonder whether the 
different diets of Europeans were correlated to their infection and mortality 
rates. One of the things I noticed was their different intake of fresh 
vegetables. A Mediterranean diet seems to lessen their infection and 
mortality rates. Key then might be the intake of nutrients from fresh 
vegetables. I also noticed an anti-correlation to tomatoes and tomato based 


sauces. 
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It might help you to stay healthy during the time of Covid-19 to eat 
fresh vegetables but avoid plants of the night-shade variety ... like 


tomatoes. 


One of the first things I did when Covid-19 descending on Canada is I 
downloaded Julia Child's famous 1960's French Cuisine cook book and 
started to make vegetable dishes. I started with her recipe for the vegetable 
dish Ratatouille (sure it has tomatoes in it, but as a minor ingredient). This 
dish is one of my favorite when it is plain and not baked or covered in baked 


cheese. 
The first time I was introduced to Ratatouille was when I was visiting my 
aunt the previous year. She made Ratatouille and naïve me I asked what the 


ingredients were. 


She looked at me suspiciously until it twigged on her what a six year old boy 


may be thinking. “Mon dieu! C'est tout des vegetales!” 


“Donc pour quoi il est le Ratatouille!” I asked in the most polite way 


possible. 


“T'est fou!? She was really angry at me. 


With an angelic smile I responded, “Oui, je sais ma tante.” 
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Three decades later when I was visiting my aunt she would make me 
ratatouille with a special ingredient she said. She had put some meat in it. I 
looked at her suspiciously as she had served me but had not partaken any of 


the meal herself. Then I frowned at her. 


“Tu mange pas?” 


“Non, j'ai pas faim pour ce ratatouille ideale.” 


At that point I chocked and set my fork down and well started to feel gueasy. 


“Ma tante ce joue une blague.” 


“Jai pas trouve du rat, donc j'ai mi du crocodille.” 


I felt a bit better and said to her “ce n’est pas le ratatouille ... c’est la 


crocotouille!” 


We both roared with laughter. She served herself and then started to eat the 


crocotouille finally admitting “c'est pas de crocodile, c'est du boeuf!” 


The double entendre was the meal was made in a croquet pot! There is an 
interesting story about something that happened after our dinner together 


that I will get to shortly. But back to the fresh vegetables ... 


I notice that out of practical necessity there are many Brits who have asked 


for and are working allotments ... plots of public land that has been set aside 
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for vegetable production. They are working their own modern versions of 


Victory Gardens. 


I think this news is wonderful news in so many ways. First, since many 
people are unemployed or underemployed at the present time they can work 
to put food on their tables. A few years back I helped two sisters who were 
teachers starting out on their careers to work an urban garden to put food on 
their tables during their lean summer and fall months (they were paid on an 
hourly basis and drew very little income from June to the end of September 


... four lean months). 


Second, the whole fresh vegetable thing will help them cope with Covid-19. 
Brits are not known for their fondness of fresh vegetables ... but I suspect 
many of them have drawn the same conclusions I have about the correlation 


between Covid and nutrition. 


Third, there is also the whole psychology of the pandemic. With social 
distancing and isolation it is hard for people to stay upbeat. There is 
something very fulfilling to working the land and harvesting your own 
vegetables, then cooking meals with them and then enjoying the meal itself. 
It is the fact that people can stay grounded with their land and its people 
doing gardening, despite the social distancing and isolation. Besides fresh 


air and sun is also a good way of staying healthy. 


I have been encouraging my colleagues and friends to venture out a get some 


sun and exercise while taking proper precautions. 
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When the worst of it was over for me with Hong Kong Flu and the spring of 
1969 finally arrived, part of my long road to recovery was spending private 
time with my paternal grandfather working a small allotment he had at the 
outskirts of Edmonton. Just like me, my grandfather was the second son in 
his family. He could relate to some of my life's disappointments living in 


the shadow of a self-important first born. 


My grandfather had come to Canada from s small farm in south-eastern 
Poland. Many things made him happy, none more so than being a farmer 
and growing his own vegetables. I can still see him in his tattered straw hat, 
in the hot mid-day sun, leaning on his spade, telling me stories how life was 
like in the old country “when he was his age.” One day I will sit down and 


write a book about my grandfather and his stories. 


Chapter Fifteen: A First Lover 


But you are probably wondering about my aunt and the rest of our evening 
together. My aunt had a drawing that I first saw in 1967 that stood out. It 
was a figurative drawing of a woman in a very familiar style. I finally asked 
my aunt about her prized drawing (I am leaving something out about the 


piece to not spoil the tale). 


“Yes it is genuine,” she said. 


“But why does the woman look so familiar in the sketch?” I asked my aunt. 
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“Guess!” 


So I did! 


“Yes it is!” and I was right. 


“How can that be!” I pealed incredulously. 


“Well ... it is a bit of a story. Promise me you won't tell your mother I told 


you it.” 

So [had to promised. I felt bad doing this but it was worth it, believe me! 
“You mother had a French boyfriend before she met your father. He was a 
Naval Officer from Marseille stationed at St. Pierre in the Saint Laurence.”In 
case you didn’t know, in the St. Laurence not too far from Montreal are two 


small islands that are remnants of France’s presence in North America. 


“He would come to Montreal from time to time on leave and this is where 


we met him. He would take us both out to movies and dinner and the like.” 


“Both of you?” I queried. 
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“Yes, one of us was the date and the other was their chaperone. Your 
Catholic grandfather would not let his daughters go out on a date all by 


ourselves.” 


“So you were the chaperone?” I said. 


“Sort of...” The smile on her face was enigmatic. “We kind of took turns.” 


“Things almost got to the point that your mother soon fell in love with him. 


He really wanted her to sneak away with him and well ... become lovers!” 


“Oh ... and you?” 


“Bah ... I started dating a young Montreal lawyer.” To fast forward they 
would later marry and he would eventually become a Provincial Court 


Judge. 


“Then the French Naval Officer got posted home. It broke your mother's 
heart so much so that she decided to go and visit him that summer in 
Marseille. The thing is she didn't tell him we were coming. I went with her 


as her chaperone.” 


“What happened?” 
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“Well we showed up at the address on the letters he was sending your 
mother and it turned up to be his mother's place. She answered the door and 


wondered who your mother was ... “T'est pas Jacgueline!” 


Your mother should not have asked but she did ... “Qui est Jacqueline?” 


“Elle est la bien-aimée de mon fils. Ils se marient la semaine prochaine.” 


“Ou est ton fils?” my mother asked her. 


“Mon fils est a Cherbourg.” 


That broke your mother's heart. Your mother and I had taken a boat across 
from Montreal to Brest and had two weeks to spend in France. She thought 
we should go to Cherbourg. After finding out about Jacqueline and their 
upcoming marriage your mother’s heart was broken and she wanted to be 
alone so she went one way to the beaches in Cote d’azur in Southern France 
and I went north to Paris to see the sights. She would meet up with me a 


week later in Paris.” 


“Then it was in Paris she met him?” 


“No, it was at one of the beaches in Southern France. He was on vacation 
with his family. She happened to be sitting on a beach crying when he came 
along and struck up a conversation wanting to find out why she was so 


upset. So she told him. In her state she did not recognize who he was.” 
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“But why is she naked in the drawing!” I asked. 


“She was in fact wearing a one piece bathing suit ... but out came his sketch 
book and pencil and he did a drawing of her sans habillement, signed it and 
gave itto her. When she recognized his signature she stopped feeling sorry 
for herself. He had cheered her up. She ran after him and apologized for not 
recognizing him. He was charmed by her candor so much so that he invited 
her to spend the rest of the week talking art with him. They met three or 


four times at a cafe to discuss Modern art.” 

“But ... how did you get the drawing?” 

“Well when we met up Paris your mother was a changed woman. It took me 
a whole day of pressing her before she told me why. When she showed me 
the drawing, I held her to ransom. She had to give me the drawing to keep 
me silent.” 

“Mon Dieu.” Just the thought of blackmailing one’s own sister! But my 
aunt knew she had to now finish the story. “I guess you don’t know do 
you?” 


“Know what?” 


“Your mother married your father on a rebound.” 
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Oh mon dieu.” 


And neither the French Naval officer nor your father was your mother’s first 


lover ... it was Picasso! ” 


Yes that was the signature at the corner of the drawing ... Picasso ... 1959. 


My parents were married in 1960. 


Sitting and listening to this story recounted by my aunt it was then that I 
remembered my mother had cried the whole month when Picasso died in 


1973. 


Chapter Sixteen: My Delirium 


November, was then and will always be about Remembrance Day for me. 
There were, in first grade, solemn stories that were read us, preparing us to 


be good Canadian citizens. 


We made ornate and dignified poppies with earthy and appropriate colours 
(Lime Green was no where to be seen). We learned “In Flanders Field” by 
McCrae and studied the maps of Europe to see where all the tragedies 
happened. For the first time I told Liv and Jenn about my godfather, and 
the telegram and how I felt, and received a sympathetic hug from both my 


classmates. 
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These were our first tentative steps in good citizenship. These steps would 
take us on an epic trek up the road to meet real veterans. We did our civic 
duty the day before Remembrance Day when we had a school gathering for 
our ceremony and then afterwards our class walked to the old folks home up 
the street from our school to visit some veterans and their families and join 


then for tea and cookies. 


It was a warm day and so I was dressed in a short sleeve white cotton shirt, 
short pants, my ubiquitous bow tie and Macintosh vest. If you could add a 
Charlie Brown head with protruding ears you would get the picture. I had 


strong bones and a hefty disposition when I was in first grade. 


My mother still dressed me in Husky Jeans, which were fashionable at the 
time. Jeans, I would later find out, is what the P.O.W.’s and prisoners wore. 
How appropriate, don’t you think. That day, however, I was not dressed like 


a prisoner, but like a perfect gentleman. 


When we got to the old folks home we were welcomed like long forgotten 
nieces and nephews by strangers, some of who looked as old as dinosaurs. 
The oldest we were told before hand, had fought in the Great War of 1914- 
18, and some had fought in the Second World War. One man was blind (he 
had been gassed in 1915 over fifty years before) and several men were 


missing arms and limbs. 


Until this day I had never seen people with missing limbs and so it was hard 


for me to look. I didn’t quite turn away, but I also didn’t come near. 
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because I did not understand, as a little boy I was simply scared. With time 


my understanding would grow and my fears and ignorance lessen. 

Off in the corner was a sad and lonely lady who stared unceasingly out the 
window. I walked over and stood beside her chair. It was a moment before 
she turned to acknowledge me. “Who are you” she asked. 

I said nothing because I did not know what really to say. Instead I pointed to 
my teacher and my classmates. “Oh” she continued, “you must be from St. 


Brides.” I nodded. 


“T use to be a teacher once.” With that mention, I warmed to her and smiled. 


“What is your name son.” 


“Patrick” I responded. 


A smile broke across her sad face. “I’m Irish you know. What's you last 


name.” Things looked promising. 


“Bruskiewich” I said. 


In a flash and with a loud flurry she bellowed “That's not an Irish name!” I 


was startled and my eyes started to tear. 
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In a flash, our Principal rushed over and wrenched me by the arm. “What 
has the boy done now.” His powerful grip on my arm hurt me. My teacher 


had by now turned and some of my classmates as well. 


Tears were flowing down my cheeks, but not from the pain of her words, but 
from the pain of the Principal’s wretched grasp. I squirmed and tried to 


break free but he just held me ever more tightly. 


Then the unexpected happen. The elderly lady looked direction into my 
principals eyes, gave him the evil stare and firmly retorted “Unhand the 


p? 


boy!” The Principal instantly let me go. I could feel the blood once again 


flow down my arm to my hand and fingers. 


She wagged her finger at him. “I thought I taught you better manners!. “ 
Meekly he responded, “Yes Miss”. 


The old battleaxe continued. “Fetch the lad and I some tea and a biscuit and 


then let us be.” 


My jaw hit the floor. In some sense she was the embodiment of the 
nightmare elementary school teacher. Old school. Principled. A strict 


disciplinarian! 


My Principal did what he was told. The elderly lady leaned over and quietly 


confided in me “I was his teacher when he was your age. He was quite a 
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handful you know.” I could swear she blinked at me. But maybe a 


battleaxe for a teacher isn’t all that bad! 


There was an empty chair next to her and she motioned for me to pull it 
closer and sit. In “Patrick Fashion” I pushed and it made a loud noise as it 


was inched along the floor. 


Almost on queue the Principal returned with my cup of tea and not one, not 
two, but three peek freen cookies, the special ones with the strawberry 
filling! I was in heaven. Instead of handing it to me he carefully placed it 


on the round little table next to us, doily and all. 


She pointed to my arm. “Shame on you. Look at that. He is going to have a 


bruise on his arm.” 


Then another miracle. The Principal meekly responded. “I am so sorry 


Miss. I thought he was bothering you.” 


“You know this young man reminds me a lot of you at his age.” I knew 
without looking up that the Principal was peering down over me. I did not 


look up. 


I was meekly dunking one of the cookies in the tea and filling my mouth so I 
would not have to speak. What in the world could I have really said to what 


was transpiring, except perhaps that I couldn’t believe it. 
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“Shew” she said waving her hand and like a dutiful lad the Principal walked 
away. I dunked the last of cookie in the tea and nibbled. By now I had put 


crumbs all down the front of my vest and short pants. 


“Look at you. Stand up and brush the crumbs off.” I careful set the tea cup 


down on the table stood and brushed the crumbs off me onto the floor. 
“Tsk, Tsk ... don't they teach you anything at school? In my day and age 
we would carefully gather the crumbs in a hand and then just put them back 


on the plate. Otherwise the mice would visit the parlour and feast.” 


I bent down and started to pick up the crumbs. “Leave it. They will come 


and they will sweep them up.” 


I stood back up and asked her “Didn't they have vacuums when you were 


young?” 


“No we didn't have electricity till 1916. Sold the farm and moved to the city 


that year.” 
I sat back down and settled in. “Why did you move?” 
“My husband had gone off and enlisted. He left my son and I to manage the 


farm all by ourselves. In 1916 my husband died in the Great War and so I 


had to sell our farm and move to the city. ” 
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“Couldn't your son help.” 


“He was only two when his father died. I wrote my husband many times 
and sent him a few picture of his son but I never found out if he ever 
received my letters. I never received anything back from him. Then one 
day a letter arrived from Ottawa saying my husband was missing and 


presumed dead. They never found his body.” 


In later years when I saw pictures of the Western Front, and the mud, gore, 
and morass of the first world war I would hear her voice as this elderly and 


lonely said ... They never found his body. 

“Isn't your son coming to visit you today?” 

“My son was a pilot in world war two. He flew Lancaster bombers. He 
went missing over Germany in 1944. They never found his plane. This time 


I received a telegram that my son was missing and presumed dead.” 


I sat silently with my tea cup on my lap. I was looking down into the depths 


of the cup very sad of what I had just heard. 


She seemed to read my thought. “On Remembrance Day I try to forget.” I 


looked up at her and she looked so lonely, so old and so sad. 


Pen & Pencil Volume Seven Page 347 Fall 2021 


“Miss ... I lost my godfather in 1965 ...” I proceeded to tell her my story as 
best I could. When I finished she seemed better off to have heard my story. 


Or so a small boy would wish. 


“You know”, she said, “you are wearing the Bruce Tartan. I imagine that 


Bruskiewich means son of Bruce.” 


I was all ears as she told me the story of Robert of Bruce, of the Scottish and 
Irish Bruces, of Wellington and Michael of Bruce, Lord Durham, of James 
of Bruce a past Governor General of Canada ... of Lord Elgin ... in short 


order my head was spinning and she then stopped. 


I looked at her, completely amazed about both the story and how fine a story 
teller she was. I had always thought that as people grow older they became 


forgetful. This was not dinosaur. This was an encyclopaedia. 


From across the room the clarions called and our visit was coming to an end. 
Before I knew it we wee little lads and lasses were being rounded up, set in 


pairs and marched on our way back to our class room and then home. 


The elder teacher insisted she walk with me to the door. I made a motion to 
want to whisper something in her ear. She bent down and before she could 


respond I had planted a kiss oh her cheek. 
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“Oh my” she said, “no student has ever done that.” She turned to the 
Principal and continued “look after this lad. If I hear you are bullying him I 


will have you across my knee lickety split.” 


The Principal had no choice but to stand there and take it like a man from his 


old school teacher. 


Every Remembrance Day since I have returned as a young boy to where I 


was that November of 67. 


It was a few days before Remembrance Day 1968 that my temperature 


peaked and for at least forty eight hours it was touch and go for me. 


My uncle came and did his doctoring thing and then prescribed me 
something which would put me out for six hours ata time. For the next two 
days I would sleep then wake almost every six hours on the nose (it seems I 
can do that still today ... I have a pretty good internal clock). Then I would 
have my temperature taken and noted, and have some chicken soup, and 
then had to take a cold bath for a good half hour to bring down my 
temperature. When I was in the bath the door had to be left open which was 
somewhat embarrassing. Thank goodness for face cloths which don't 


always have to be placed over the face but could hide away “the best of me'. 


Then it was time to take the prescription again and back to bed I would go. 
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During my deep slumber I entered a delirium state and started to dream 
about so many different things. I dreamed about playing in heaven with my 
green eyed red hair friend who had died three years before, while she danced 
around with my prize teddy bear. In my delirium she spoke to me in a 
Iyrical and cryptic fashion. The moment I awoke I could remember seeing 
her but could not remember what she was telling me. During those two days 


I would visit with her several times. 


The last time I dreamed about her I imagined she had changed. I 
remembered her eyes and her smile and recently I came across the same eyes 
and the same smile in a young woman. I snagged the picture and decided to 


include her picture in my book. 


Fig. 6: Her green eyes, red hair and beautiful smile 
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But sadly when I got better I did not dream about her ever again. It was 
almost like she was being my guardian angel at the gates of heaven. Her 


smile was warm but she was not beckoning through the pearly gates. 


I also dreamed about the uncle I never had a chance to meet and to get to 
know. Well actually he did hold me in her hands ... but only once ... over a 


baptismal fountain. 


Goethe once said that “one lives but once in the world.” 


When we are children we are in such a hurry to grow up. Later, as adults, 
we wish we revert back to childhood again. Based on my life’s experiences, 
I have always been a firm believer in letting children remain children for as 
long as possible and that we should protect them as best as we can from the 
evil and turmoil of the world. Ignorance is bliss and childhood the most 


blissful state of ignorance. 


When we are all young there is a moment when we realize that we might 
die, and that leaves an indelible mark on our psyche. We don't guite come 
to terms with our birth or beginning until later in life; for boys when their 


testicles drop and girls when their breasts form and they begin to ovulate. 


It was in my fourth year, in 1965, that I vividly remember my first real 
remembrances as a child, and these remembrances are strongly tied to the 


realization that I was mortal. 
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On a bright and sunny summer day, just a few weeks past my fourth 
birthday, I was happily playing, cocooned in the warmth and familiarity of 
the solarium in our home in Edmonton Alberta. I was sitting admiring my 
mother's prized cactus collection, all set out in their little concrete pots. I 
was carefully touching the spines, wondering about these odd and incredible 


plants including one that was in full blossom, with a pink and purple flower. 


I did not have acare in the world, and was rather naive, when the front door 
bell rang, guite unexpectedly. It made me jump and prick my finger on a 
spine. It is perhaps that momentary and sudden pain that etched the 
memory of that moment in my memory. As I watched a tiny drop of blood 
seep from where one of the hardy spines had pricked my finger I felt the 
sensation so odd, of being startled and then pained in guick succession, that I 


did not react. 


My mother hurried from the kitchen where she was preparing our family's 
dinner to answer the door, not all that happy with the distraction (she had 
three very young children underfoot). I stood up and followed her to the 


door. . It was the middle of the afternoon. 


When she opened the door there was a yellow cab taxi driver, cap and all, 
delivering an urgent telegram. I overheard that it was from Montreal. The 
taxi driver tipped his hat and left then my mother closed the door and tore 


open the telegram. 
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The telegram was from my grandmother. It was about my uncle Claude, my 
mother’s youngest brother, and my godfather. My uncle had just been 
married three weeks. Perhaps my mother was expecting some happy tidings 


about a baby or something. 


In the blink of an eye everything changed forever. My mother began to cry 
uncontrollably and quickly bolted from the front door, nearly knocking me 
over. She ran past us for the comfort and solitude of her bedroom. I 
followed and could hear her pick up the telephone, dial a number then speak 


to my father on the phone. “Claude is dead. Come home when you can.” 


We kids did not know what dead meant, but we at least knew to quietly wait 
for our father to return home. When my father returned home, summoned 
hurriedly from work, he too sought the solitude of their bedroom and we 
three were left unknowing until my father came out of their bedroom to tell 
us the news. My uncle, and godfather had died in a tragic accident while 


serving overseas in France with the RCAF and NATO. 


I had only once met him once, when he held me, age four months, over the 
baptismal fountain at a catholic church in Edmonton and vowed to look after 


me. Death be not proud! 


Death for a four year old is an abstraction, as is a far off place like France, 
and acronyms like RCAF and NATO. These were grown up things and as I 
listened to my father’s simple explanation I decided I needed to find out 


what these things meant so I could better understand these grown up things! 
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We tried the best not to get underfoot while my parents sorted out what to do 
next. My mother could not stop crying. Claude was one of seven children. 


He had been the youngest and her favorite. Now there were only six. 


He was dead, “II est mort,” my mother kept repeating over and over in 


French. 


I asked if he would have a funeral. Earlier in 1965 I had watched on our old 
black and white Philips Television the pomp and ceremony of the state 
funeral of Winston Churchill. “Yes he would.” Solemnly, I went to my 
room and began to decide what I would need to take with me to my uncle’s 


funeral in France. 


Later at dinner I was somewhat disappointed when I was told we would not 
being going and that we would miss the pomp and ceremony of my uncle’s 
funeral in France. France didn’t seem so far away when you looked at a 
map. Arrangements would be made with the Government of France to allow 
an honour guard of RCAF personnel to march and bury my godfather at 


Choloy military cemetery near Nancy, in France. 


My maternal grandfather’s brother, Charles August St. Arnaud, would ask 
his old wartime friend Charles de Gaulle, then President of France, to permit 
a dignified burial. I was later told that French soldiers were present as an 


honour guard and would bear witness to the entire RCAF wing in full dress 
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uniforms as they marched to the Choloy cemetery in precision ranks, 


marching to the cadence of the Colonel Boogie March. 


Perhaps I should tell you that my father was then a Wing Commander 
RCAF, a rank he has long retired from. It had been my father who had 
inspired Claude to join the RCAF. He too was struck by the loss, as was I. 
Tears still come to my eyes when I hear the Colonel Boogie March. I think 
often of my dead godfather and the life and family that would never be. 
His widow Peggy would marry three times but never forget her first, true 
love. Claude was a handsome, dashing young man, almost Romanesque in 
his visage. Hollywood stars had nothing on my Uncle Claude. His 
sudden and unexpected loss is a reminder that we should not forget what 


Goethe had to say of life, “one lives but once in the world.” 


A godfather is there to watch over and protect their pledged. While he has 
not been here in body, Claude has always been here in spirit, in my heart and 
in my actions. I have kept my faith with him and all like him. I myself later 
served the Crown and Canada, at one time being the youngest naval officer 
in Canada. I am also infirmed by way of my naval service. I think I have 
earned the right to say that I have done him and his memory proud. Before I 
die I hope to bring his body home to Canada and bury his earthy remains 


next to that of his parents, my grandparents. 


The beginning of my adult journey in life began when I was four years old 
and witnessed the delivery of that sad telegram in the summer of 1965. It is 


the only time I have ever seen my mother cry. Perhaps my journey through 
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life will come to an end when someone plays the Colonel Boogie March at 


my funeral. 


That year, 1965 was also the year that Winston Churchill and his saying 
“Never Give In,” entered my life. He probably said it more than once, but 
you understand what I mean. And he was probably smoking one of his 
legendary cigars when professing to this “ultimate gall.’ No one could tell 


him what to do! 


My uncle Charles St. Arnaud knew Winston Churchill, as well as Charles de 


Gaulle and other wartime leaders. 


My uncle was, in fact, present in the next room when Yousuf Karsh took the 
famous picture of a scowling Winston in the Speaker’s Chamber of the 


House of Commons in Ottawa in 1941. 


Karsh had just grabbed Winston’s cigar and Churchill was beside himself 
with annoyance. Then “flash,” the pic was taken and then the cigar was 


returned to him. 


Before he left Ottawa on that cold December day of 1941, on his way back 
from a visit to FDR at the White House in Washington, DC, Churchill 
stocked up with cigars, and brandy too, both of which were in short supply 


in wartime Britain. 
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Fig. 7: Winston Churchill, Y. Karsh, Dec. 1941 


After his famous “some chicken ... some neck” speech to the Canadian 
House of Commons on December 30, 1941, Churchill ducked out and up the 
street to buy some brandy, wine and spirits to take home with him from a 
small shop just kiddy corner to where Joachim von Ribbentrop, ex wine 
merchant and then foreign minister of Nazi Germany once sold alcohol in 


Ottawa. 


My uncle went to the shop with his friend. It was Churchill who reminded 


my uncle, the journalist that, Ribbentrop use to sell wine in Canada, and had 
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guite a Canadian connection in the pre-first war period. My uncle wrote the 
story of Winston's visit to the ligueur store but it was never published, 


having been sguashed by wartime censors. 


In this unpublished article my uncle wrote in December 1941 Winston 
Churchill told him that he first met Ribbentrop before the First World War 
when Ribbentrop sold German wine, champagne and spirits, and got to 
know him guite well during the interwar period, 1920 — 1933, and even 
bought some German wine, champagne and spirits from him, “albeit 
preferring the taste of French wines by far.”. This was, of course, before the 
wine merchant Ribbentrop turned Nazi, and during Churchill's wilderness 


years in the 1920’s. 


With a chuckle Winston Churchill, British wartime Prime Minister told my 
uncle he still owed Ribbentrop some money for spirits that had been 
delivered but not paid for, but “accounts will be settled in a different fashion 
once the war was over.” As Churchill said this he grabbed his neck tie and 
tugged it, a bit too harshly it would turn out. The tie knot became fixed and 
Churchill’s face began to grow bright red as he struggled to undo the tie. He 
shouldn’t have done this school boy antic for Churchill had recently suffered 
a small heart attack while visiting FDR the previous week at the White 


House and Winston’s doctor was still worried about his general health. 


As I was growing up in the 1960’s the whole history of the Second World 
War was being played out on television for the young like me to experience. 


At the gentle age of four, watching his state funeral, I learned about the lion 
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hearted Churchill and how in the summer of 1940 the Nazis controlled the 
rest of Europe and at the United Kingdom's Darkest Hour, he ventured forth 
to chide the British ... Stay Calm and Carry On! 


Why crawl when you can walk ... hell why walk when you can sprint 
through life. In the fall of 1965, some months after Winston Churchill's 
televised state funeral, in my guest to better understand the man and his 
legend, my mother caught me serendipitously smoking one of my father’s 
Churchillian cigars. Supposedly I was greener than fresh grass clippings 
when my mother finally jimmied open the bathroom door and vented her 
retribution. She broke her prized hair brush on my backside that day. I can 


recall not being able to sit for at least a fortnight. 


“Just wait till your father gets home” she threatened. At the time, “Never 
Give In” seemed like good words to live by. All I could think about as I 
fought back the tears, and rub by raw backside, was how long I would have 
to save my precious pennies to pay for the expensive cigar I had just enjoyed 
... well maybe not enjoyed, but endured. I had asthma as a boy, and in 


retrospect smoking a stinky cigar was not a good idea for a boy with asthma. 


You are probably also a little intrigued as to how my maternal grandfather’s 
brother would be on close and personal terms with the legendary Charles de 
Gaulle, President of France. Before the war he was a journalist in London 
and in Paris and during the war he did special service for the Crown. De 


Gaulle awarded him the Croix Lorraine. My Uncle Charles August St. 
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Arnaud, “journalist extraordinare”, would end his distinguished career as 


Oueen's Printer in Ottawa during Canada's Centennial year 1967. 


I recall that the summer of “65 was also when astronaut Ed White would do 
his walk in space, the American answer to Cosmonaut Titov's romp in 
space. I remember being glued to the screen of our old Philips Black and 
White TV as commentator Ed Cronkite walked us earthlings through the 
heady and complicated process of “extravehicular egress and ingress” from a 


Gemini space capsule. 


Every time he said those technical words came up I would repeat them. By 
dinner time that day I was a bona fide space cadet, with my own vernacular. 
The fiction of space flight has never excited me half as much as the realities 
of space flight. Twenty years later I would meet astronaut John Young just 
by chance while he arrived at a high technology company I was working 


with in Richmond, BC. 


Here was a genuine American hero who had walked on the moon and piloted 
the Space Shuttle and all I could venture to do at the spur of the moment was 
to ask him about his March 1965 flight on Gemini 3. In retrospect he didn't 
seem to mind. In actual fact John Young enjoyed my guestions and would 
have talked with me much longer were he not stolen away by the CFO of the 
company. The CFO was waiting impatiently for the man and here I was 


“wasting his time.” 
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This bean counter would never forgive my imprudence because John Young 
would later say to the Company’s CEO how much he enjoyed his chat with 
little old me (then at the lowest rung of this corporation's ladder! and how 
he could not remember the first name of the man at the top the CFO 
(another John by the way). Sure, astronaut John Young was in town to talk 
synthetic aperture radar and Shuttle at MDA, but he is a gentleman and 


gentlemen he did not take to rudeness. 


I think that day in 1965 when White took his walk around the earth is the 
day was the day I became hooked on science and technology. I would also 
find that time and interest would provide me a unigue understanding of 
space related technology, including the potential of synthetic aperture 
satellites and space based reconnaissance. Years later, during a visit to the 
Smithsonian Air and Space Museum, I was nearly overcome with nostalgia 
as I looked up at a Gemini capsule in the technology gallery. It might even 


have been either White or Young’s Gemini. 


I am proud to be a good child of the 1960’s, born at the tail end of the baby 
boomers. There is a funny story of some 21“ century youngsters chiding a 
man from the 1960’s how out of date he was since he didn’t use cell phones 
and the like. The man pauses to think for a moment before wisely 
responding ... “in my generation we perfected the computer, jet aircraft, 
interplanetary rockets, satellite, and sent man to the moon ... what has your 


generation brought into the world?” 
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As a physicist and mathematician I find technology impersonal and frankly 
boring. But yet I am knowledgeable of science and technology just selective 
on how I wish science and technology to intrude into my life. Give me a 
slide rule and I can add or subtract logarithms. What you don't know what a 


slide rule is? Bet you don't know what a phonograph looks like either! 


While growing up most kids of my generation read either the Hardy Boys or 
Nancy Drew when they grew up. I admit I was a space cadet; I read Tom 
Swift. If you never heard of Tom Swift and his gadgets then you are safe to 
be let loose on the world. If you are a Tom Swift affiliate then you are a 
brainiac and Guantum Field Theory might be your middle name. In a 
whisper I will admit to you I still sneak a peek at the occasional Tom Swift 


book. Nostalgia ... nostalgia. 


In the 1960’s, just an hour's drive north from our home in Edmonton, was an 
RCAF airbase which we ventured to visit on public holidays and special 
event days. Long before other technologies had begun to elicit an interest in 
me I had already kicked the tires of sub-sonic CF-86 Sabre-jets and CF-100 
Canucks — the Clunks as they were called, as well as the supersonic CF-104 


Starfighter and Voodoo interceptors. 


I recall on one occasion when we were visiting and my father had turned his 
back for a moment, I was caught accosting the front tire of a CF-104 
Starfighter with my best soccer kick. In an instant I was lifted off the 
ground by a warrant officer who transported me by the collar of my jacket 


and dangled me unceremoniously off the ground in front of my father. 
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“Does this ruffian belong to you?” the warrant officer bellowed at the top of 
his lungs! Dropping me to the ground before undertaking the reguired salute 


to my father who was in uniform. 


In an instant, I had hide myself behind my father. My father nodded. “Well 
sir, if you don't mind ... keep this misfit of yours away from my bleedin’ 


aircraft. He was kicking the stuffin's out of that jet over there.” 


A decade and a half later I would encounter the very same gentleman when I 
was a young naval officer. Master Sergeant Vincent would teach me 
unarmed combat and field training at CFB Esguimalt when I was 20 years 
old. It was he who remembered me. The Master Sergeant took an 
immediate liking to me and gave me the benefit of training that could only 
come from someone who started out at age 17 with Stirling’s marauders in 
North Africa during the Second World War and later served in the Special 


Air Service, and the Canadian Airborne Regiment. 


There is a famous scene in a bar in the film the Presidio where Sean 
Connery, playing a wizen Lt. Colonel, takes on a thug with nothing more 
than his right thumb. “I will only use my right thumb, because my left thumb 
is too powerful.” That's pure Master Sergeant Vincent. The only difference 
is that Sean Connery doesn't have a handlebar mustache like Master 


Sergeant Vincent, and hadn't cut his teeth terrorizing the Afrika Korp. 


During our visits to the airbase in '65 I could also not but stop and admire 


the old Mosguito aircraft mounted on a pedestal and the entrance of the air 
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base. There is something awe inspiring about a high performance aircraft 
made out of plywood that could out fly all but the German's Me-262 jet 
aircraft and Me-163 rocket planes of the Second World War. 


The “Mossie” as the Mosguito was affectionately called by its pilots would 
be the first “stealth plane”, and would inspire a secret German response, the 
Horten series of flying wings which were in their development phase in the 


closing months of the war. 


The thrill of seeing a low level sortie of a gaggle of two CF-104 Starfighters 
on Battle of Britain Day in September 1965 marked another right-of-passage 
for me. I had seen them on the ground and now I was seeing them in the air! 
I could swear the two aircraft flew right over our house by how their passage 
rattled the floorboards, and the contrails that were directly overhead. In an 
instant they were gone, leaving but a contrail of combusted JP fuel to mark 


their over flight. 


Years later I would come to learn that the CF-104 Starfighter had only one 
reason to exist for the R.C.A.F., and that was to be able to drop nuclear 
weapons on the battlefield in Europe if war broke out between NATO and 
the Warsaw Pact. And hundreds of Canadian pilots would die flying the 
plane, which became known as the Widow Maker, many of whom are buried 


at Choloy, next to my godfather. 


I knew Winston Churchill had something to do with the Battle for Britain 


and “Never Giving In”. Now I was convinced more than ever that this 
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Churchill fellow was aperson I would have to get to know better. Later that 


very day was my escapade with the cigar. 


Cigars, planes, rockets and loud noises, what else would a young boy want? 
If only I could read. Point me to a well stocked public library. There was 
a branch of the public library up the road at Capilano Mall. So began my 
love of books, libraries and librarians. Even today some of my best friends 
are librarians. I prefer sitting and working in a library, to sitting and working 


at home alone or in a coffee shop surrounded by gossip gollies. 


For a five year old pictures were a good place to start and I remember in 
perhaps the spring of 1966 coming across a picture of a young boy sitting on 
the remnants of his house during “The Blitz” in London in a book about the 
Life and Times of Winston Churchill. The Blitz was now added to my 


vernacular. 


The boy in the picture from the Blitz was about the same age as I was when I 
came across his picture in the book. I remember thinking how sad he 
looked. In 1965 when I sat at the little table to look at the pictures and then 
had got up and had asked the Librarian to tell me what the words were under 
the picture she felt then as I do now that ignorance is bliss in childhood and 
she told me that the little boy had lost his toys and was sad as aresult. Poor 
little Boy was all I could think. 


When I again came across the same picture some years later, this time being 


able to read the captions, I would find that the boy was sad not merely 
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because he had lost his toys, but his parents and his house as well, to the 
German bombs and the Blitz. His mother and father were in fact dead and 
buried under the very debris that he was sitting on. His look was one of 
shock, bewilderment and disbelief. He had also lost his innocence too. 


Death be not proud! 


God bless that kind Librarian. I remember she had kind eyes and strawberry 
blonde hair and always smiled. This kind lady would make it fun to be 
dropped off at the library in the Mall while my mother took my older brother 
and younger sister shopping with her. I was the bookish type. I could be 
amused for hours looking at the pictures in the books and took to taking 
books off the first two tiers of the shelved hither and there in the library if 
only to search for good pictures. As long as I picked up after myself, 
something that I would do just to please this strawberry blonde guardian 


angel, I had the run of the place. 


When she had a moment she would read a passage or two to me or teach me 
a word or two. I was already quite good with my alphabet. She also taught 
me how to spell my name. With that skill and knowledge I think I became a 
real person. When a child learns to write their name is a banner day for their 


journey though live. We should throw the child a party! 


We do not have a choice as to when we enter this world, and so a birthday is 
a sort of throw away. We do have a say when and where we write our name 
for the first time. That's a conscious achievement. Spoken words disappear, 


written ones do not. Something that has a written word is real. A sound is 
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ethereal. My mother would always have a hard time dragging me away 
from my second home, the library, and would begin to let me take some 


books home with me. 


The children's library card that the Library issued me was pink and precious. 
As life will eventually teach me, everything pink was precious, in one way, 
shape or form. Pictures were no longer enough. Evidently it was now time 


for me to learn how to read for myself. 


My fifth year was a hiatus of sort. I would try, honestly I would, to keep 
myself out of trouble and busy around the rental duplex that we livedin. In 
truth I was somewhat bored. I wanted to go to school. A brother nearly a 
year older than I was in first grade and I had a sister a year younger than me 


who took up all my mother's spare time and energy. 


Television just wasn't a distraction like it is today. Then we had two 
channels, the TV was black and white and yes even colour TV had yet to 
find its way into the home. It will still be two years in the future in 1967 


before it arrived. Ah the 1960’s ... life was so much simpler then! 


When my mother wasn't looking I might go next door to visit a neighbor or 
venture further up the street. Being locked in my room wasn't much of a 
punishment because there wasn’t much else to do to begin with. If I had 
some good books then I was not upset being locked away. I took to folding 
paper airplanes and when the paper ran out I took to unfolding the paper 


airplanes, re-using the paper and trying new designs. 
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Even today I admire a good fold on paper and something that travels steadily 
and over long distance through the air. I once launched a trusty design out 
of the window of my parent's old apartment on the 28" floor of a building in 
the West End of Vancouver and it sailed up the street and was still airborne 
six minutes into its flight, carried forever upwards until it sailed out of sight. 


I think it travelled well over a kilometer. 


In November 1968 in my Hong Kong Flu delirium I could hear my uncle 
Claude speaking French to me and asking me how his sister, my mother was 
coping. The two of them, my uncle and my mother, had been very close to 
each other ... he being the youngest of seven children my grandmother 
raised (four boys and three girls). My mother evening had to look after him 


as he played in the bath. 


My grandmother told me when I visited her once when I was in my thirties 
and she in her seventies that she had two other babies who did not make it 
past a few days. One was a boy many weeks premature and died less than 
an hour into life (from what we now call hyaline membrane disease). The 
other who died was a girl who refused to suckle. She lived for nearly a 
week. An autopsy later showed that her urethra had not properly formed and 
her bladder was blocked. They had tried to catheterize her but they were not 
successful. She was so small. They had to run a tube through her torso into 
her bladder. The little baby girl passed away quietly in the middle of the 
night while she slept. It was understandable then why she did not want to 


feed. 
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Since neither of these two babies were named nor baptized they were not 
given a Catholic funeral and burial. I do not want to know what became of 
their earthly remains, but they are probably in heaven, crawling at the feet of 


my green eyed red haired friend ... at least I hope so. 


Chapter Seventeen: Manometer! 


Yesterday there was a terrible lightening storm here in Vancouver. It started 
about one on the morning and thundered overhead for perhaps an hour. It 
woke me out of my slumber. I immediately noticed that I was having 


trouble breathing. Something was causing my asthma to react. 


In the space of an hour I understood how patients trying to cope with Covid- 
19 in their lungs felt. But I did not panic. I figured the breathing distress I 
was encountering could be treated and so I locked myself in my bathroom 
and started up my shower and let cold moist air fill the room. I figured it 
might be either the high temperature or the ionization of the air that was 


causing me problems with my breathing. 


It took several hours before I began to breathe easier. We are organic 
machines made up of organic materials. I knew that the lining of my lungs 
was drying out and being irritated by the hot ionized air ... and I was able to 
prescribe my own treatment because I knew enough about how my body 


functions. 
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In high school I decided not to take biology, instead focusing on math, 
physics and chemistry. In my working world I would come full circle and 
eventually have to learn about the human condition when I began work for a 
Canadian company manufacturing nuclear medicine cyclotrons. At the time 
I joined this little company they were up to their eyeballs in hard work 
completing the Research & Development stage of their product 
development. They had decided to enter a market place dominated by two 
high technology giants — the American company General Electric Medical 
Systems and the their German counterpart Siemens AG. My primary role 
for this little company was to market their technology and over the space of 
several years I was able to win them preeminent contracts in Canada and the 
United States, even winning a prime contract from General Electric in New 


York City a few blocks away from the Rockefeller Center. 


To successfully do this, I had to teach myself basic medical biology, as well 
as the basics of radiopharmaceuticals, which are pharmaceuticals with either 
PET or SPECT radioactive tracers attached (eg. Fluorine-18 in the case of 
Fluorodeoxyglucose or FDG for short). 


When I was in university I also helped a friend at med school. Let us call 
her Julia. She is an actual person, but I have changed her name because she 


is a doctor here in Vancouver and I don’t want to embarrass her in any way. 


Julia had gotten a low mark in her first year anatomy class final exam 
because being a Catholic girl, unmarried and not hooked by sin or 


temptation, she did not know much about male physiology. What she knew 
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had all been “book learning.” She needed to learn about male physiology first 


hand. 


When you take anatomy as a med student you literally dissect a cadaver of 
someone who had donated their body to science. Her luck was she dissected 


a middle age woman (she never told me the cause of death). 


So, being a woman and having done a full dissection of a woman's cadaver 
she knew the ‘ins and outs’ of the feminine. But she did not know the ‘ins 
and outs’ of the masculine. After her low mark on her anatomy exam Julia 
was given a day’s access to a male cadaver but it had been all but dissected 


and the bits and pieces were preserved in jars. 


Fig. 8: The Dissected Man 
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The best of him in one jar, testicles in another, prostrate in athird ... you get 


the picture. The incredible dissected man! 


She needed a male anatomy model to help bring her up to speed. No other 
male was available so (she thought she might ask her brother but that was 
too weird for her)... in the four weeks we met twice a week and I let her 
poke and prod me and well ... she now knows more than I can even 
imagine. Sure, girls are complicated, but boys are also complicated, but in a 
different way. Her anatomy exam came in two sections: one was a two hour 
sit down written exam and the other was forty five minutes in the cadaver 
lab with the instructor standing over a cadaver with a pointed — what's this, 


what's that. 


This time she did not stutter or blush ... “that's a man's penis, and a very 
small one at that’ is what she told me was her answer to the instructor’s 
prodding. The second time she took her anatomy exam she got a perfect 


score and was able to proceed to second year of med school. 


The day after her exam we met for lunch and in her euphoria she jokingly 
told me that on a man there is a man-o-meter to measure his blood pressure 
and state of health (which is a play on words for such an instrument — a 


manometer — exists to measure fluid pressure). 


In fluid mechanics a manometer is a piece of tubing that curves upwards and 


is open at the top. The other end is connected to the fluid whose pressure is 
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being measured. The difference h in the fluid height is a measure of the 


pressure differential on both sides. 


As a Catholic med student she was trying to get a rise from me. My 


response to her that day was, “were women so lucky!’ 


“But we are ... we are ...” but being naive and not experiences in such 


things I did not catch her nuance. 

We were once meeting for lunch and half way through my soup and ham 
sandwich she pulled out a picture and showed it to me. “What is it?” she 
asked me. 

I looked at it and shrugged my shoulders. 

“It's a cadaver cut down the midriff.” 


I could not finish my soup and ham sandwich. 


Over the rest of her time in med school I helped her often enough that she 
invited me to come write the finals with her ...'you would get a very good 


mark’ she said to me ... ‘although you would not make a good doctor. 


Why? I get queasy at the sight of blood or when someone is in pain. 


Yep, I wouldn’t make a good doctor. 
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Things boiled over between us just before Julia left for her residency back 
east. She had just graduated from med school and finally had a few days off. 
We had been seeing each other for several years, but I felt that I was just one 


boy among many others. 

For Julia her career came first. 

We didn't have a complicated friendship. We were both very Catholic and 
went to church together. I sat for her as her ersatz male patient, and so there 
was no mystery left in me. Still, I loved her. 

Early one Sunday morning Julia called to invite me over so that we go for a 
bicycle ride, then to church and dinner. When she called I did not think 
anything of it. She was after all leaving for residency in Ontario and I might 


not see her again for many months. 


When I arrived Julia was glowing. Her parents were out. Instead of sitting 


in their living room she invited me into her bedroom for the first time. 


I sat on the bed as she got ready. I watched her in the mirror. To my great 


surprise she took off her blouse. She did not have a brassiere on. 


She turned to me and asked “do you like what you see?” 


Speechless, I blushed and turned my head away. 
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She huffed, put back on her blouse and stormed out. I dashed after her. As 
we stood on the porch she bitingly said, “I don't want to see you anymore. I 


invited you into my bedroom and there you just sat speechless!” 


She pushed me out the door and slammed it in my face. That was the last 


time I saw her. Even after three decades I am still scratching my head. 


Oh Julia! I guess she wanted me to enjoy the mystery in her. 


My life has been complicated because of a multitude of health problems I 
have encountered. Over the past three decades I have to say that a great 
legacy of her four year friendship with me is that I now know more about 
who and what I am than if I had not met her and well ... helped Julia 


through med school. 


If we had shared a bed that afternoon ... I suspect we might have perhaps 


eventually married. 


It’s just that she was so committed to her career that I doubt we would have 
had much of a life together. The last I heard ... Julia was still single and 


married to her career. 


Chapter Eighteen: A Simple Picture 


Just the other day I thought about the “we are ... we are” comment that Julia 


shared with me. This simple picture holds a special place in my heart. 
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Fig. 9:Garcon et Fille, age neuf 


You might think it because of its simple composition, or the simple 
dichotomy that is barely evident. It might be because of the poignant and 


gentle nature of the photograph or because of its simple artistry. 


This simple work of art holds a special place in my heart merely because le 
garcon et la fille in this figurative photograph by the French photographer 
Jean-Francois Blauret are nine years old. This lovely picture was taken in 
1970, a year after my bout of Hong Kong Flu, and when I was nine years 
old, and well, there for the grace god I could very well be the boy in this 


lovely picture, and she could be one of my best friends of the day. I say this 
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in the figurative sense and not the literal sense for the photograph was taken 


in France and I have yet to visit La Republigue Francaise. 


The age of nine is perhaps the perfect age. I confess I can't remember much 
of that time in my life, except for a few rather personal reminiscences, a few 


of which I will share shortly. 


At nine you are well along being a child, but no so well along that the 
distractions and complexities of puberty and adolescence have set in. Boys 
and girls are at that stage in their lives are rather equal and not that unique 
unto themselves, apart from whether they are tall or big boned or awkward 
for some reason, which in my case was because of big feet, and ears that 
were set out in a rather elephantine fashion. Every so often I see a young 
boy who looks a bit like me when I was their age and seeing them does twig 


memories. 


At that simple point in my simple life, in grade three, I had several girl 
friends who were that close to me, that had we posed for this picture we 
could be sans habillement as the French would say, and it would be just fine. 
We could giggle and play and all was innocent ... curiosity but in a purely 


childish way. 


At the age of nine the heaviness of the world has yet to settle upon our 
shoulders, as it would in just three or four more years when the pituitary 
gland kicks in and kicks starts the other glands that serve to differentiate the 


genders. At age nine we might speculate where babies came from, if only 
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because we had younger siblings that sort of arrived in their rather 
spectacular ways. Slowly, ponderously and with that inevitability of 
expectant mothers becoming more and more expectant with the passage of 


nine full months. 


We were growing up in the best of times. But as children some wanted to 
become adults, and quickly. I don't think I was one of them. The adult 
world did not intrigue me to the extent that I would have wanted to give up 
all the uncomplicated pleasures of my childhood, as well as the simplicity of 


my life. 


My biggest responsibility at age nine was to make sure I made my bed up 
each morning, did my homework, and took a bath at least three times a 
week. I grew to enjoy baths and so it was more than twice a week. And 
being partly French Canadian, I didn't mind using lavender or rose scented 


soap. 


I was teased about that by the boys in my class, some of whom constantly 
smelled like farm animals and thought that was a reason to be proud. It did 
not take me long to notice that the girls in my third grade class did not mind 
my presence in their midst as much as they did the other boys. Perhaps it 


was the French soap? 


Or maybe it was because I did my homework and like reading and enjoyed 
art. My mother had given me a Time-Life book about Leonardo da Vinci to 


read and I began to divide my time between science and art. In some sense 
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my parents tugged me in two directions, my father the mechanical engineer 
encouraged my interest in math and science, and my mother the teacher who 


encouraged me to read and enjoy art. 


I remember fondly some of the art projects we did in school, particularly the 
Thanksgiving turkey with the tail made from the tracing of our little hands 
and the multi-colour of the basic and earthy watercolours we had at school. 
For some reason the fall is my favorite time of year. Maybe it was the 
harvest, or the harvest feasting or the anticipation that Christmas and a new 


year was in the offing. 


I have to admit I enjoyed the company of some of the girls in my class over 
those of the boys. And I did spend an unhealthy amount of time alone, 
reading in the library, or out in a quiet corner of the school yard. Sometimes 
I would be joined by a classmate of two, who usually sat with their legs 
tucked up under their dresses, or sometimes not tucked in at all. When they 


noticed I did not take issue in seeing frills, they let the frills be seen. 


At this age you can hardly notice the physical difference unless you look 
closely. But the temperaments of boys and girls were indeed different. That 
was something I definitely noticed around that time. I was a shy little boy 
with my big feet and big ears when I was nine and shy little boys are 
vulnerable and are picked on by other more aggressive children. Did you 


notice I said “children”. 
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If you half expected me to end that sentence with the phrase “aggressive 
boys,” you have not been all that observant when you were growing up, or 
perhaps now that you are an adult you have a prejudgment that needs to be 
reconsidered. Girls can be aggressive too. Children that age tend to be 
driven not by their nature, by their hormones for instance, but by their 
nurture and what they have picked up along the way, either at home or in the 
school yard or god forbid, elsewhere less familial. They also tend to mimic 


adults in some of their behavior. 


When you are a shy little boy in elementary school you are picked on by 
more aggressive children. The nit-picking can be of a different nature 
whether it comes from other boys, or from the girls around you. Boys tend 
to be kinetic and physical in their aggression, while girls tend to be relational 
and emotional in their aggression. I received both, to the point of tears, 


because I was not merely shy, but I was a sensitive little boy too. 


But back to the perfect age of nine. Three things happened at that age of my 
life that taught me a thing or two about the psychology of boys and girls, me 
being a sensitive and observant child and all when these lessons were being 


taught me. They were lessons in kindness and compassion. 


There is someone I know who is turning thirteen this year. I teach her 
science. She is having a hard time of things as of late because of social 
distancing and because she is entering puberty and she is doing this pretty 


alone. For girls I am told that transformation can be very scary. 
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Girls are very social creatures especially while they grow. And who can 
blame them? It is hard to go from being a child to a complicated woman in 


what ... twenty four months? 


She has an older sister who can sort of help her along. For instance, she 
took her shopping recently for brassieres. But since I teach her science she 
has taken to asking me some important and unanswered guestions about the 
science of life ...about hormones, for instance, and hair, and why it is 
growing ... you know where, and where babies come from. I told her 
perhaps to start by asking her mother and if there are any unanswered 
guestions she can ask her sister, then if there are still some unanswered 


guestions, science guestions that is, she can ask me. 


And there were unanswered guestions and so I had to tip toe around the 
more awkward matters to try to explain how babies come into being ... with 
gametes and ovum and sperm and the whole shebang. Then she asked me 


the $ 65,000 guestions about how a man and a woman make a baby ... 


Gulp ... 


Then it was time to visit some online medical sites which talked about a 
woman’s source de vie and the differences between boys and girls. The 
materials had drawings and schematics, but never a real picture. This 
exasperated her. So I took her to an artist's model website, Croquis cafe, 


and showed her one video with a female and one with a male model (who 
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kept himself nearly always covered and could only bee seen from a 


distance). 


Then she admitted she had seen her younger brother’s masculinity and then 


asked “are all boys so small?” 


“Well,” I said, “just as a girl grows and changes so does a boy. And just as 


every girl is different, so is every boy.” 


“Then ... how big is your ... ” I stepped in to keep her from finishing her 
question. “That is something you should perhaps not ask ... at least not until 


12 


you are a bit older!” She was being both cocky and naughty at the same 


time. 


The look of disappointment on her face was too much for me bare so I 
shared with her a secret of life. “It is a matter of form and function. You 
know about female physiology. You now know about your uterus and 
where it is located within you. The form and function is that the distance 


between the outside of you and the opening of your uterus is that distance.” 


But still she seemed perplexed. So I asked her what irked her. 


“But my brother is only that long.” We were on Zoom and so she held her 
fingers up to the camera ... a few centimeters apart. “And it seems to just 
dangle there between his legs.” She giggled when she said this. Obviously 
she had been spying on him and he didn't know it. 
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I hesitated before I asked her but I did “is he always like that?” 
“Idon't know ...” 


I was going to say something else but I thought it best. Asking her to go ask 
her brother would sort of be weird. I shared with her the fact that medical 
science has showed there is a correlation between the size of a man's thumb 
and his masculinity. She wanted to ask me more about this but I suggested 
maybe she should have another talk with her mother, and we pressed on 


doing some other science together. 


The following week she obviously had something on her mind. So 
halfheartedly I asked her what it was. She told me she had asked her mother 
and her sister about the whole ‘boy bits and dangling’ thing and somehow 


her brother overheard her asking her mom or sister. 


I stayed silent as she smirked. Obviously that aspect of life was no longer 


such a big mystery to her. 
One important thing about her finally made sense to me. It was the fact that 


she had been suffering from insomnia and had also lost her appetite as well. 


Her smirk twigged my understanding of why this was happening. 
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She wanted to stay a girl and not become a woman and had decided if she 
did not eat and did not sleep this would slow everything down and let her 


remain a girl a bit longer. 


Now she is sleeping and eating and has come to terms with what is going on 


in her life. 


Chapter Nineteen: The End of the Summer 


Now that the summer of 2020 is winding down it is reported that a second 
wave of infections have begun in Canada. Here in British Columbia the 
number of active cases has tripled in just two weeks. And on top of this, 


there are plans to send children back to school in September. 


Two things are worth perhaps noting about going back to school, first that 
children who are infected with Covid-19 are unlikely to succumb to the virus 
unless they have some underlying and severe health problem. The second is 
that the virus has itself mutated so that it can more easily enter a cell. We 
can expect a statistically significant number of children to catch COVID-19 
which does not just pose a hazard to themselves, but to their older parents, 


teachers and school administrators. 


I have already counseled a few students to suggest their parents ask their 
school administrators about provisions to remain home for September and 
October and continue distant learning. The students” parents are in their late 


fifties and not in very good health. 
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Early on in the Pandemic I flagged the possible link between the ACE2 
enzyme and COVID-19. Some of the earliest work on this link was 
undertaken and reported by a group of French researchers near Paris, who 


had direct ties with the Wuhan Virology Lab they helped set up. 


Scientists exploring how COVID-19 infect human cells have shown that the 
SARS-CoV-2 spike (S) glycoprotein binds to the cell membrane protein 


angiotensin-converting enzyme 2 (ACE2) to enter human cells. 


COVID-19 has been shown to bind to ACE2 via the S protein on its surface. 
During infection, the S protein is cleaved into subunits, S1 and S2. SI 
contains the receptor binding domain (RBD) which allows COVID-19 to 
directly bind to the peptidase domain (PD) of ACE2. S2 then likely plays a 


role in membrane fusion. 


Once the COVID-19 virus is within the host cell the mRNA it carries then is 
taken up by the ribosome, which begin producing copies of the mRNA and 
then go onto infect other cells. The infected cells do not know that it is a 


virus it is copying. 
The original virus first seen in Wuhan in the fall of 2019 has mutated many 


times. It is possible to keep track of the mutation by reading the genome or 


genetic code of the mRNA. 
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Each regional of the world is seeing its own mutation. Most mutations are 
lessening the lethality of the COVID-19 virus, however a few are increasing 
the mortality of the virus. Here is a schematic outlining what has been seen 


in India as of August 19", 2020:: 
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Fig. 10: Schematic representation of the spike protein variants in India, 


Schematic representation of the diversity of spike protein variants 
circulating in India, using maximum likelihood-based phylogeny 
reconstruction. Each node represents a specific spike protein variant, while 


the node-size and the number inside depict the frequency of that variant. 


(Ref:  https://www.news-medical.net/news/20200819/Could-the-high-rate- 


of-mutations-bring-about-S ARS-CoV-2s-extinction-in-India.aspx } 
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Chapter Twenty: My Uncle the Doctor is Now Gone 


As I have mentioned, about forty percent of all cancers are linked to viral 
causes. A decade ago my beloved uncle the physician succumbed to a 


cancer caused by a virus. 


Prior to his demise his elderly mother took ill and my uncle looked after her. 
She died of a cancer caused by a virus. He caught the same virus and died 
less than a year after his beloved mother Bernice. They are both now in the 
loving arms of God. Here is my uncle's obituary taken directly from the 


newspapers: 


TWOREK, Edward Julian, M.D., F.R.C.S(C) January 23, 1935 - 
November 30, 2009. It is with sadness that the family announces Ed's 
passing. He leaves his beloved Olga, wife of 53 years and their 
children, Teresa (Jim) Richardson, Mark Tworek, Joe (Diana) 
Tworek, Francis (Edi) Tworek, Peter (Sheri) Tworek, John Tworek, 
Judy (Andrew) Macri, Mary (Richard) Angus, Stanley Tworek; 
eighteen grandchildren; and one great-grandson who will miss their 
dear husband, father and Dziadziu. He leaves also his devoted sister, 
Janine (Joe) Puszkar. Ed was predeceased by his parents Joseph and 
Bernice Tworek and by his brother Walter Tworek. Ed was a 
dedicated physician and surgeon, he was very proud of his profession. 
Ed will be greatly missed by his relations here and in Poland, and by 


his many friends and classmates. A Prayer Service will be held at 8:00 
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p.m. on Sunday, December 6, 2009 at Connelly - McKinley Funeral 
Home, 10011 - 114 Street, Edmonton, Alberta. A Mass of Christian 
Burial will be held at 10:00 a.m. on Monday, December 7, 2009 at 
Holy Rosary Church, 11485 - 106 Street, Edmonton, Alberta. 
Interment will follow at Holy Cross Cemetery. In lieu of floral 
tributes, memorial donations may be made to the Westview Health 
Center, 4405 South Park Drive, Stony Plain, Alberta, T7Z 2M7, or to 
the Cross Cancer Institute, 11560 University Avenue, Edmonton, AB 
T6G 1Z2. Grateful thanks to Dr. Christian Fuchs and the caring staff 
at Westview Health Center, and to the doctors and medical people at 


the Cross Cancer Hospital. 


That year it was a very cold winter on the prairies and my parents wanted me 
to accompany them from Vancowver to Edmonton for my uncle's funeral. 


Unfortunately I had a bad cold and I was unable to travel by air. 


My uncle had been a Provincial Health Officer as well as the health officer 
for Western Canada for the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. As my thank 
you to him I passed along a reguest to the Prime Minister's Office in Ottawa 


that perhaps the RCMP could provide an honor guard for his funeral. 


The Superintendent of the RCMP for Alberta appeared the following 
morning, hat in hand, at my uncle's home to inform his widow that they 


would be provide a full entourage to honor him. 
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I understand his funeral entourage went down the main avenue in Edmonton, 
Jasper Avenue, to the Holy Rosary Church. I like, so many tens of 
thousands of others, owed this kind and modest man their lives. The Churh 


had standing room only as thousands turned up for his funeral. 


It is worth noting that mortality rates due to viral cancers peak during the 
winter months in Canada. They correlate closely to mortality due to the 


myriad of influenzas we encounter each year. 


The first wave of COVID-19 in Canada started in mid-February 2020 and 
peaked by mid-spring. Many of these patients struggled for several weeks to 
fight the virus. Assuming a fourteen day average to their plight this means 


that these victims were infected between late- January to late-March 2020. 


During this first wave 90 % of the 9,000 victims we have had so far died. 


A second wave of COVID-19 mortalities will most likely coincide with 
the winter months of 2020- 2021. All things being equal this second 
peak may occur sometime between mid-December 2020 and mid- 
March- 2021. Without good medical practice the second wave will be 


less deadly than the first. 


Chapter Twenty One: Partly a Matter of Context 


Perhaps how we perceive the COVID-19 pandemic is partly a matter of 


context. Each year many thousands of Canadians are diagnosed with cancer 
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and thousands die. Most Canadians live with their cancer diagnosis for five 


years of more. 


Here are the oncological numbers for 2019: 


Male Male Female Female Total 
(percent) (percent) 
Diagnosis | 115,800 51 110,000 49 225,800 
Mortality | 44,100 53 39,300 47 83,400 


Table 2: Cancer Rates in Canada (2019 


In contrast, based on present day data for COVID-19, we can expect perhaps 
225,000 Canadians to be diagnosed and treated for COVID-19 and perhaps a 
mortality of 12,000 by the end of 2020. 


In relative terms then, the mortality rate due to cancer is six to seven times 
higher than that of COVID-19. Or stated a different way the mortality rate 
for COVID-19 is 1/6 to 1/7 that of cancer. 


In 2019 the number of people who died in Canada from all causes was 
287,730. If we view COVID-19 mortality as being an excess mortality to 
this total then we see that if we estimate 16,500 deaths in a year due to 


COVID-19, this is an excess of 
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12,000 
287,730 


= 0.042 = 4.2 % 
In terms of 37 million Canadians this is an additional 3.2 deaths per 10,000 
people. 


In relative terms this is about seven times higher than the mortality rate due 


to traffic accidents. It is also about three times higher than the suicide rate. 


In another comparison, approximately four times as many Canadians will die 
from heart attacks (around 49,000), while each year over 20,000 men and 


women die of smoking related cancer, which is a preventable mortality. 


It is also worth noting that the annual cases of the ‘normal influenza’ 
hospitalizes around 12,000 people each year in Canada and sees the death of 
around 3,500 people. We can therefore expect COVID-19 to be about three 
times more lethal that the annual cases of the ‘normal influenza.’ What 
many of these cases are, are carry over viruses from previous pandemics like 


the Hong Kong Flu. 


In contrast, it is estimated the Hong Kong Flu pandemic of 1968 to 1969 
killed 4,000 Canadians. In 1968 there were 21 million Canadians. 
Adjusting for the 37 million Canadians we presently have this would mean 


perhaps 7,100 deaths. 
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Comparing apples to apples, this would mean COVID-19 might be about 70 
% more lethal to Canadians than the Hong Kong Flu from 1968. 


The CDC in the US today on August 26" 2020 their COVID-19 analysis and 
they have found that 6 % of the first 155,000 victims of COVID-19 have 
succumbed solely because of the virus. With the remaining 94 % of the 
mortalities the victims had on average 2.6 other pre-conditions that caused 


their demise. 


From April 12, 2009 to April 10, 2010, the CDC estimated there were 60.8 
million cases of HINI, 274,304 hospitalizations, and 12,469 deaths in the 
United States. 


Apples to apples, at the very least, with a similar 6/94 split there would have 
been reported around 210,000 deaths due to HINI from April 12, 2009 to 
April 10, 2010. One observers has suggested that if this HINI flu season in 
the United States were reported the same way COVID-19 is, “there would 
have been over 2 million deaths reported by the media” from H1N1. 


At the heart of the Spanish Flu pandemic, which was caused by HINI, was 
widespread tuberculosis. A sizable number of victims in the 1918-1920 
Spanish Flu were suffering from preconditions like tuberculosis (eg. from 
Abbott AC: The death rate from tuberculosis [letter] Science. 1922;56 
(1449):387—388.) 
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“During 1918 and 1919 there was a sharp upward trend to the curve 
[of tuberculosis death rates], followed in a year, or at most two years, 
by a marked downward direction of the curve — much steeper in its 
descent than that preceding 1917-1918. ... The pandemic of influenza 
of 1918-19 carried off, in a brief period, a large number of 
tuberculosis subjects that would otherwise have lived on and their 
deaths been so distributed through later years as not materially to 
have disturbed the uniform downward direction of the tuberculosis 


, 


curve that precede the period of the great pandemic.’ 


It appears the same thing is happening with the COVID-19 pandemic: 
People are dying because of several concurrent pre-conditions pushed over 


the edge by COVID-19. 


What this is telling us is that it is imperative to remain as healthy as 


possible if you wish to get through this COVID-19 pandemic safely. 


Chapter Twenty Two: The Starry Heavens Above. 


“Two things fill the mind with ever new and increasing admiration 
and awe, the oftener and the more steadily we reflect on them: the 
starry heavens above and the moral law within.” 


Immanuel Kant, Critique of Practical Reason, 1788 


It was in an astronomy book I read in 1968 that I first came across this 


marvelous quote by Immanuel Kant. It has been an inspiration to me over 
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the years. I have to admit though that his books are on my “to read” list but 
I have yet to pick any of them up and reda them. I have, nonetheless, read 


excerpts of Kant's writing. 


One of the books I read in 1968 I now own in my personal library. It is a 
book by the German-American scientist Willy Ley titled “Watchers of the 
Skies: An informal history of astronomy from Babylon to the Space Age.” 
Even today, over a half-century since its publication, it is a fascinating read. 
When I read it while recovering from the Hong Kong Flu, it was one of the 
new books in the collection of our local library, Perhaps it is both the 
content and the author’s writing style that I find compelling. This book 


helped launch my interest in astrophysics. 


Strangely enough it is chapter 13 in this book, that about the asteroid belt ... 
The gap between Mars and Jupiter ... and the Kirkwood Gaps that I found 
most intriguing in this book, for it inevitably leads to the question how did 
our solar system form. This is a guestion I have been exploring for a good 
half-century. No one has yet solved this guestion to completion. Everything 
has a birth, a childhood, adolescence, a middle age and an end, even the 


universe in its entirety. 


I am chipping away at this interesting question. If you search for my 
planetary science work at Researchgate or at the digital archive at 


archive.org you might enjoy a few interesting reads. 
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For instance, I have used two Rubidium isotopes to estimate the age back to 
the precursor star to our sun (5.34 Billion years), and even estimated its mass 


of the precursor star at 13.8 Solar Masses. 


I have found a mathematical algorithm to model exoplanetary systems 


around stars similar to our sun. 


My most recent paper models the distance to the planet Mercury based on 
the collapse of the cloud that formed the planetary nebulae and turbulence. 


This paper derives its results using first principles. 


I have more research I am working on ... stay tuned. 


An Epilogue 


This afternoon I took a break in the middle of the day to get some exercise. 
I did some stretching and movement exercise in the pool of my new 


apartment. 


This is the first summer in perhaps five years that I have taken a break from 
time to time to do some calisthenics. I use to go down to the ocean several 
times each summer to swim, or help some friends in their urban garden. But 
the last few years I have become so wrapped up in trying to get things done 


that I have let my general health slip. 
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In the spring when the COVID-19 pandemic began to grow here in Canada I 


realized that being in good health was an important survival strategy. 


And it seems to have worked ... I suspect I survived a mild “bout of 
something” about six to eight weeks ago. Since I did not get myself tested, I 
cannot confirm what it might have been: My arthritis acted up, my asthma 
worsened for a few days, my temperature was a bit above normal, and I was 


dead tired. 


Since I was all but self-isolated, I did not put anyone else at risk. It was 
around this time that I decided to write this book. Why you may ask did I 


focus so much on fifty years ago and my bout with Hong Kong Flu? 


It is something that my grandfather once said to me: “what does not kill you 


... makes you stronger.” 


I think I made it through a recent ‘bout of something’ because of my 
previous bout of Hong Kong Flu and because of all I have learned since 


then. 


My advice to you is do not be scared. 


Try as best you can to eat well, stay active and be in good health. 


If you can, eat more fresh vegetables, high in the essential vitamins A, B and 


C: 
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Make sure you get plenty of exercise and a good night sleep. 
Stick to a sensible routine. 


And if you have plenty of free time, catch up on your reading, or do the 


things you have always wanted to do but never had enough free time to do. 


Like the Oueen said, we shall get through this! 
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